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ROSCIUS  deceas'd,  eac'i  high  afpirino;  play'r 
Puih'd  all  his  int'reft  for  the  vacant  chair. 
The  baOiin'd  heroes  of  the  mimic  ftage 
No  longer  whine  in  love,  and  rant  in  rage  ; 
The  monarch  quits  his  throne,  and  condefcends 
Humbly  to  court  the  favour  of  his  friends  ; 
For  pity's  fake  tells  undeferv'd  mifhaps. 
And,  their  applaufe  to  gain,  recounts  his  claps. 
Thus  the  victorious  chiefs  cf  ancient  Rome, 
To  win  the  mob,  a  fuppliant's  form  affume. 
In  pompous  fuv.in  fight  o'er  th'  extinguifh'd  war. 
And  fliew  v/here  honour  bled  in  ev'ry  fear. 

But  though  bare  msrit  might  in  Rome  appe.ir 
The  ftrongsil  plea  for  favour,  'tis  not  here; 
We  form  our  judgment  in  another  way  ; 
And  they  will  bell  fucceed,  who  beft  can  pay  : 
Thofc,  who  would  gain  the  votes  of  Britifii  tribes, 
hla&  add  to  force  of  merit,  force  of  bribes. 

What  can  an  aclor  give  ?  In  ev'ry  age 
Cafli  hath  been  rudely  banifli'd  from  the  ftage  ; 
Monarchs  themftlves,  to  grief  of  ev'ry  play'r. 
Appear  as  often  as  their  image  there  : 

b  2  They 
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They  can't,  like  candidate  for  other  feat. 

Pour  feas  of  wine,  and  mountains  raife  of  meat. 

Wine  !   they  could  bribe  you  with  the  world  as  foon. 

And  of  roaft  beef,  they  only  know  the  tune  : 

But  what  they  have  they  give  ;  could  Clive  do  more. 

Though  for  each  million  he  had  brought  home  four  ? 

Shuter  keeps  open  houfe  at  Southwark  fair. 
And  hopes  the  friends  of  humour  will  be  there; 
Jn  Smithfield,  Yates  prepares  the  rival  treat 
For  thofe  who  laughter  love,  inftead  of  meat ; 
Foote,  at  Old  Houfe,  for  even  Foote  will  be. 
In  felf-conceit,  an  aftor,  bribes  with  tea  ; 
Which  Wilkinfon  at  fecond-hand  receives. 
And  at  the  New,  pours  water  on  the  leaves. 

The  town  divided,  each  runs  fev'ral  ways. 
As  pafiion,  humour,  int'reft,  party  fvvays. 
Things  of  no  moment,  colour  of  the  hair. 
Shape  of  a  leg,  complexion  brown  or  fair, 
A  drefs  well  chofen,  or  a  patch  mifplac'd. 
Conciliate  favour,  or  create  diftafte. 

From  galleries  loud  peals  of  laughter  roll. 
And  thunder  Shuter's  praifes— he's  fo  droll. 
Embox'd,  the  ladies  muft  have  fomething  fmart. 
Palmer  !   Oh  !   Palmer  tops  the  janty  part. 
Seated  in  pit,  the  dwarf,  with  aching  eye.'. 
Looks  up,  and  vows  that  Barry's  out  of  fize  ; 
Whilft  to  fix  feet  the  vig'rous  flripling  grown. 
Declares  that  Garrick  is  another  Coan. 

When  place  of  judgment  is  by  whim  fupply'd. 
And  our  opinions  have  their  rife  in  pride  ; 

When, 
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When,  in  dircourfing  on  each  mimic  elf. 
We  praile  and  cenfure  with  an  eye  to  felf ; 
All  muil  meet  friends,  and  Ackman  bids  as  fair 
In  fuch  a  court,  as  Garrick,  for  the  chair. 

At  length  agreed,  all  fquabbles  to  decide, 
Bv  fome  one  judge  the  caufe  was  to  be  try'd  ; 
But  this  their  fquabbles  did  afrefli  renew, 
Who  fhould  be  judge  in  fuch  a  trial :  —  Who  ? 

For  Johnfon  fome,  but  Johnfon,  it  was  fear'd. 
Would  be  too  grave  ;  and  Sterne  too  gay  appeared  ; 
Others  for  Francklin  voted  ;  but  'twas  known. 
He  ficken'd  at  all  triumphs  but  his  own  : 
For  Colraan  many,  but  the  peevifh  tongue 
Of  prudent  Age  found  out  that  he  was  young  : 
For  Murphy  fome  it\v  pilfriug  v/its  declar'd, 
Whilll  Felly  clapp'd  her  hands,  and  Wifdom  ftar'd. 

To  mifchief  train'd,  e'en  from  his  mother's  womb. 
Grown  old  in  fraud,  tho'  yet  in  manhood's  bloom. 
Adopting  arts,  by  which  gay  villains  rife. 
And  reach  the  heights  which  honeft  men  defpife ; 
Mute  at  the  bar,  and  in  the  fvnate  loud. 
Dull  'mongA  the  duUeft,  proudeft  of  tlie  proud  ; 
A  pert,  prim,  prater  of  the  northern  race. 
Guilt  in  his  heart,  and  famine  in  his  face, 
Stcod  forth  ; — and  thrice  he  wav'd  his  lilly  hand  — 
And  thrice  he  twirl'd  his  tye — thrice  ilrok'd  his  band  — 

"  At  Friendfhip's  call  (thus  oft  with  trait'rous  aim. 
Men,  void  of  faith,  ufurp  faith's  facrcd  name) 
"   At  Friendlliip's  call  I  come,  by  Murphy  fent, 
"   Who  thus  by  me  dcvelopes  his  intent. 

B  3  "  But 
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*'   But  leH:,  trans/us'' d,  the  fpirit  fhould  hz  loll:, 
"  That  fpirit  which  in  ftorms  of  RLet''ric  toll:, 
''  Bouncss  about,  and  flies  like  bottled  beer, 
"  In  his  own  words  his  own  intentions  hear. 

"  Thanks  to  my  friends.  —  But  to  vile  fortunes  born, 
"  No  robes  of  fur  thefe  (houlders  mull  adorn. 
"  Vain  your  applaufe,  no  aid  from  thence  I  draw ; 
*'  Vain  all  my  w'.t,  for  what  is  wit  in  law  ? 
"  Twice  (curs'd  remembrance  ! )  twice  1  ftrove  to  gain 
"    A>Lnittance  'mongfi:  th^  law-initradled  train, 
"  Wlio,  in  tlie  Temple  and  Gray's-Inn,  prepare 
"  For  clients  wretched  feet  the  legal  fnare  : 
"  Dead  to  thofs  arts,  which  polilh  and  refine, 
"  Deaf  to  all  worth,  bccaufe  that  worth  was  tnim, 
''  Twice  did  thofe  blockheads  fcartle  at  my  name, 
*'  And  foul  rejection  gave  me  up  to  fliame. 
*'  Tc  laws  and  lawyers  then  i  bad  adieu, 
"  And  plans  of  far  more  lib'ral  note  purfue. 
^'  Who  will  may  be  a  judg.;— my  kindling  breafl 
■f'  Barns  for  that  chair  which  Rofcius  once  poflefs'd. 
"  Here  give  your  votes,  your  iat'ren:  here  exert, 
"   And  let  fuccefs  for  o;/fi' attend  dcfert." 

V\'ith  fleek  appearance,  and  with  ambling  pa^e. 
And,  type  of  vacant  hsad,  with  vacant  face. 
The  Proteus  Kill  put  in  his  modeft  plea,— 
**  Let  Favour  fpeak  for  other,;,  Vv^'orth  for  me."  — 
■For  who,  likc-him,  h's  viirious  powers  could  call 
into  fo  many  fiiaoes,  and  fi:;ine  in  all'? 
Who  couid  io  nobly  grace  the  ir.otlcy  lill, 
.jic.cr,  !;jlc:.c::,  i!oj.cr,  icianijl'!' 

Knov.s 
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Know  s  any  one  fo  well — fure  no  one  knows, — 
At  once  to //«v,  prefcribe,  compound,  compofe  ? 
Who  can— But  Woodward  came,— Hill  flipp'd  away. 
Melting,  like  ghofts,  before  the  rlfing  day. 

*  With  that  /oxu  Cunning,  which  in  fools  fupplles. 
And  amply  too,  the  place  of  being  wife. 

Which  Nature,  kind,  indulgent  parent,  gave 

To  qualify  the  blockhead  for  a  knave  ; 

With  'Cazxfjnooth  Falihood,  whofe  appearance  charms. 

And  reafon  of  each  wholicme  doubt  difarms. 

Which  to  the  loweft  depths  of  guile  defcends. 

By  vileft  means  purfues  the  vileft  ends. 

Wears  friendfliip's  mafk  for  purpofes  of  fpite, 

Pawns  in  the  day,  and  butchers  in  the  night ; 

With  that  7iio.ltgnant   Envy,  which  turns  pale. 

And  fickens,  even  if  a  friend  prevail. 

Which  merit  and  fuccefs  purfaes  with  hate. 

And  damns  the  worth  it  cannot  imitate ; 

With  the  cold  Cautio'.;  of  a  coward's  fpleen. 

Which  fears  not  guilt,  but  always  feeks  a  fcreen. 

Which  keeps  this  maxim  e\'er  in  her  view — 

What's  bc.J'el^  done,  fhould  be  ^LQiViZ fafcly  too  ; 

With  that  dull,  rooted,  callous  Impudence, 

Vv'hich,  de.id  to  fliame,  and  ev'ry  nicer  fenfe, 

*  Thii  fevere  chara(f!er  was  intended  for  Mr.  Fitzpatrick, 
a  peiibn  who  had  rendered  himf.if  remaikable  by  his  aiftivity 
in  \\\z  pl.iyhoufe  riots  of  176-,  relative  to  the  taking  h..lf  prices, 
lie  w.u  ihc  !iero  of  Garrick's  Fribb;e:iad.  E. 

B  4.  Ne'er 
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Ne'er  blufh'd,  unlefs,  in  fpreading  Vice's  fnares. 
She  blunder'd  on  fome  virtue  iinanxiares  ; 
With  all  thefe  bleffings,  which  we  feldom  find 
Lavifh'd.  by  nature  on  07?£' happy  mind, 
A  motley  figure,  of  the  Fribble  tribe. 
Which  heart  can  fcarce  conceive,  or  pen  defcribe. 
Came  fimp'ring  on  ;  to  afcertain  whofe  iex 
Twelve,  fage,  impaneW d  mdiirons  would  perplex. 
Nor  male,  nor  female  ;  neither,  and  yet  both ; 
Of  neuter  gender,  tho'  of  Irifh  growth  ; 
K  fix-foot  fuckling,  mincing  in  its  gait ; 
Aftedled,  peevifh,  prim,  and  delicate ; 
Fearful  it  feem'd,  tho'  of  athletic  make. 
Left  brutal  breezes  ftiould  too  roughly  fiiake 
Its  tender  form,  and  fa^vage  motion  fpread. 
O'er  its  pale  cheeks,  the  horrid  manly  red. 
Much  did  if  talk,  in  its  own  pretty  phrafe, 
Of  genius  and  of  tafte,  of  play'rs  and  plays  ; 
Much  too  of  writings,  which  it/elf  had  wrote, 
O^  fpecial  merit,  tho'  of  little  note  ; 
For  Fate,  in  a  llrange  humour,  had  decreed 
That  what  it  wrote,  none  but  iffclf  ihould  read  , 
Much  too  it  chatter'd  of  dramatic  laws. 
Misjudging  critics,  and  mifplac'd  applaufe. 
Then,  with  a  fcif-complacent  jutting  air, 
Jt  fmiPd,  it  f mirk'' d,  it  nj.'riggled  to  the  chair  \ 
And,  with  an  aukward  brifK;ncfs  not  its  own. 
Looking  around,  and  perking  on  the  throne, 
Triumphant  feem'd,  when  that  ftrange  favage  dame. 
Known  but  to  fev,-,  or  only  known  by  name. 

Plain 
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Plain  Common  Senfe  appear'd,  by  Nature  there 
Appointed,  with  plain  Truth,  to  guard  the  chair. 
The  pageant  faw,  and  blafted  with  her  frown. 
To  its  firft  ftate  of  nothing  melted  down. 

Nor  fliall  the  Mufe  (for  even  there  the  pride 
Of  this  'vain  nothing  fhall  be  mortified) 
Nor  ftiall  the  Mufe  (fhould  Fate  ordain  her  rimes. 
Fond,  pleafing  thought  !  to  live  in  after-times) 
With  fuch  a  trilier's  name  her  pages  blot ; 
Known  be  the  charadter,  the  thing  forgot ; 
Let  it,  to  difappoint  each  future  aim, 
Li-ce  ^a-ithout  fex,  and  die  nuithout  a  natne  ! 

Cold-blooded  critics,  by  enervate  fires 
Scarce  hammer'd  out,  when  Nature's  feeble  fires 
Glimmer'd  their  lall ;  whofe  fluggifli  blood,  half  froze. 
Creeps  lab'ring  thro'  the  veins ;  whofe  heart  ne'er  glows 
With  fancy-kindled  heat  ; — a  fervile  race. 
Who  in  mere  want  of  fault,  all  merit  place  ; 
Who  blind  obedience  pay  to  ancient  fchools. 
Bigots  to  Greece,  and  flaves  to  mufty  rules  ; 
With  folemn  confequence  declar'd  tliat  none 
Could  judge  that  caufe  but  Sophocles  alone. 
]3upes  to  their  fancied  excellence,  the  crowd, 
Obfequious  to  the  facred  didlate,  bow'd. 

\yhen,  from  amidit  the  tjirong,  a  youth  Hood  forth. 
Unknown  his  perfon,  not  unknown  his  worth  ; 
His  look  befpoke  applaufe  ;  alone  he  flood. 
Alone  he  ftemm'd  the  mighty  critic  flood. 
.He  talk'd  of  ancients,  as  the  man  became 
Who  priz'd  our  own,  but  envied  not  their  fame  j 

Witk 
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With  noble  rev'rence  fpoke  of  Greece  and  Rome, 
And  fcorn'd  ro  tear  the  laurel  from  the  tomb. 

**  But  more  than  jull  to  other  countries  grown, 
"  Mufl:  we  turn  bafe  apoilates  to  our  own  ? 
"  Where  do  thcfe  words  of  Greece  and  Rome  excel, 
*'  That  England  may  not  pleafe  the  ear  as  well? 
"  What  mighty  magic's  in  the  place  or  air, 
*'  That  all  perfeftion  needs  mufl  centre  there  .? 
*'  In  Rates,  let  ftrangers  blindly  be  preferred.; 
*•  In  ftate  cf  letters,  merit  fnould  be  heard. 
*'  Genius  is  of  no  country,  her  pure  ray 
"  Spreads  all  abroad,  as  gen'ral  as  the  day  ; 
*'  Foe  to  reftraint,  from  place  to  place  fhe  files, 
**  And -may  iiereafter  e'en  in  Holland  rife. 
*'  May  not  (to  give  a  pleafing  fancy  fcope, 
*'  And  chear  a  patriot  heart  v.'ith  patriot  hope) 
*'  May  not  fome  great  extenfive  Genius  raife 
•'  The  name  of  Britain  'bove  Athenian  praife  ; 
**  And,  whiiil  brave  thirfl  of  fame  his  bofom  warms, 
"  Make  England  great  in  letters  us  in  arms  ? 
"  There    may — there  hath— and   Shakefpeare's  mufe 

"  afpires 
"  Beyond  the  reach  of  Greece  :  with  native  fires 
"  Mounting  aloft,  he  wino;s  his  darinfr  flight, 
♦'  Wliilft  Sophocles  bciow  ftands  trembling  at  his  height. 

*'  Whv  fhould  we  then  abroad  for  judges  roam, 
*'  \Vhen  abler  judges  we   may  lind  at  home  ? 
"  Happy  in  tragic  and  in  comic  pov^'rs, 
"  Have  we  not  Shakefpeare  ? — Is  not  J  onion  oars .? 

<•  For 
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"  Forth?m,  your  nat'ral  judges,  Britons,  vo'e; 

''  They'll  judge  like  Britons,  who  like  Britons  wrote.'* 

He  faid,  and  conquer'd— Senfe  rcfum'd  her  fvvay. 
And  difappoirted  pedants  ftalk'd  away, 
Siiakefpeare  and  Jonfon,  with  deferv'd  applaufe. 
Joint-judges  were  ordain'd  to  try  the  caufe. 
.Mean-time  the  Rranger  ev'ry  voice  employ'd. 
To  afk  cr  tell  his  name — Who  is  it?— Lloyd. 

Thus,  when  th^:;  aged  friends  of  Job  Itood  mute. 
And,  taiP.ely  prudent,  gave  up  the  difpute, 
Elihu,  with  the  decent  warmth  of  youth. 
Boldly  ilood  forth  the  advocate  of  truth  ; 
Confuted  falfiiood,  and  difabled  pride, 
Whiill  baiFied  age  ftood  fnarling  at  his  fide. 

The  day  of  tryal's  fix'd,  nor  any  fear 
Lert  day  of  tryal  ihould  be  put  off  here. 
Caufes  but  fcldom  for  delay  can  call 
In  courts  v.'here  forms  are  few,  fees  none  at  all. 

The  morning  came,  nor  find  I  that  the  iun. 
As  he  on  other  great  events  hath  done, 
I'ac  on  a  brighter  robe  than  what  he  wore 
To  go  his  journey  in  the  day  before. 

Full  in  the  centre  of  afpacious  plain. 
On  plan  entireiv  new,  where  nothing  vain, 
I'vOthing  magnificent  appear'd,  but  Art 
With  decent  modeily  perform'd  her  part, 
Rofe  a  tribunal :  from  no  otlier  court 
It  borrow'd  onuiment,  cr  fought  fupport : 
No  juries  here  were  pack'd  to  kill  or  clear, 
I'lo  briber  were  ta!;cn,  nor  oaths  broken  liere  ; 

No 
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No  gownfmen,  partial  to  a  client's  caufe. 
To  their  own  purpofe  tun'd  the  pliant  laws. 
Each  judge  was  true  and  fteady  to  his  truft. 
As  Mansfield  wife,  and  as  old  Poller  '*  jult. 

In  the  firft  feat,  in  robe  of  various  dyes, 
A  noble  wildnefs  flafhing  from  his  eyes. 
Sat  Shakefper.re.—  In  one  hand  a  wand  he  bore. 
For  mighty  wonders  fam'd  in  days  of  yore  ; 
7'he  other  held  a  globe,  which  to  his  will 
Obedient  turn'd,  and  own'd  the  maftcr's  fliill : 
Things  of  the  nobleft  kind  his  genius  drew. 
And  look'd  thro'  Nature  at  a  fmgle  view  : 
A  loofe  he  gave  to  his  unbounded  foul. 
And  taught  new  lands  to  rife,  new  feas  to  roll ; 
Call'd  into  being  fcenes  unknown  before. 
And,  paffing  Nature's  bounds,  was  fomething  more. 

Next  Jonfon  fat,  in  ancient  learning  train'd. 
His  rigid  judgment  Fancy's  flights  reilrain'd, 
Corredly  prun'd  each  wild  luxuriant  thought, 
Mark'd  out  her  courfe,  nor  fpar'd  a  glorious  fault. 
The  book  of  man  he  read  with  niceft  art. 
And  ranfack'd  all  the  fecrets  of  the  heart  ; 
Exerted  penetration's  utmoll  force. 
And  trac'd  each  paffion  to  its  proper  fource  ; 
Then  ftrongly  mark'd,  in  liveliell  colours  drew. 
And  brought  each  foible  forth  to  public  view, 
'^i'he  coxcomb  felt  a  lalh  in  ev'ry  word. 
And  fools,  hung  out,  their  brother  fools  deterr'd. 

*  5ir  Michael  Fofler,  one  of  the  jiidges  of  the  King's  Bench. 

His 
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His  comic  humour  kept  the  world  in  awe. 
And  Laughter  frighten'd  Folly  more  than  Law. 
But,  hark  ! — The  trumpet  founds,  the  crowd  givec 

way. 
And  the  proceffion  comes  in  juft  array. 

Now  fhould  I,  in  feme  fweet  poetic  line. 
Offer  up  incenfe  at  Apollo's  Ihrine  ; 
Invoke  the  Mufe  to  quit  her  calm  abode. 
And  waken  mem'ry  with  a  fleeping  ode. 
For  how  fhould  mortal  man,  in  mortal  verfe. 
Their  titles,  merits,  or  their  names  rehearfe  ? 
But  give,  kind  Dullnefs,  memory  and  rime. 
We'll  put  off  Genius  till  another  time. 

Firft,  Order  came, — with  folemn  ftep,  and  flow. 
In  meafur'd  time  his  feet  were  taught  to  go. 
Behind,  from  time  to  time,  he  caft  his  eye. 
Left  This  fhould  quit  his  place.  That  flep  awry. 
Appearances  to  fave  his  only  care  ; 
So  things  feem  right,  no  matter  what  they  are. 
In  him  i'lis  parents  fav/  themfelves  renew'd. 
Begotten  by  Sir  Critic  on  Saint  Prude. 

Then  came  drum,  trumpet,  kautboy,  fiddle,  fiute  i 
^styXj'nuffer,  Jhvecper,  Jhifier,  foldier,  mute  : 
Legions  of  angels  all  in  nvx>ite  advance  ; 
Furies,  all  fire,  come  forv,'ard  in  a  dance  ; 
Pantomime  figures  then  are  brought  to  view. 
Fools  hand  in  hand  with  fools,  go  two  by  two. 
Next  came  the  treafurer  of  either  houfe  ; 
One  with  full  purfe,  t'other  with  not  a  feus. 

Behind, 
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Behind,  a  group  of  figures  awe  create. 
Set  off  with  all  th'  impertinence  of  ftate  ; 
By  lace  and  feather  confecrate  to  fame, 
Exple(i<ve  kings,  and  queens  without  a  name. 

Here  Havard,  all  ferene,  in  the  fame  ftrains. 
Loves,  hates,  and  rages,  triumphs,  and  compldns  ; 
His  eafy  vacant  face  proclaim 'd  a  heart 
Which  could  not  feel  emotions,  nor  impart. 
With  him  came  mighty  Da  vies.     On  my  life. 
That  Davies  hath  a  very  pretty  viife  : — 
Statefman  all  over  ! — In  plots  famous  grown  I — 
He  mouths  a  fintence,  as  curs  mouth  a  bore. 

Next  Holland  came. — VVith  truly  tragic  ftaik. 
He  creeps,  he  flies.  — A  hero  fhouid  not  walk. 
As  if  with  h?av  'n  he  warr'd,  his  eager  eyes 

Planted  their  batteries  againil:  the  ikie:  ; 
Attitude,  a£>ion,  air,  paufe,  Itart,  figh,  grcan. 

He  borro'.v'd,  and  made  ufe  of  as  his  own. 

By  fortune  throv.-n  on  any  other  ilage. 

He  might,  perhaps,  have  pleas'd  an  cafy  age  ; 

But  new  appears  a  copy,  and  no  nicre. 

Of  fomething  better  we  have  feen  before. 

The  aclor  who  would  build  a  folid  fame, 

Muft  imitation's  fcrvile  arts  difclaim  ; 

Act  from  himfslf,  on  his  own  bottom  fand  ; 

I  hate  e'en  Garrick  thus  at  fecond-hand. 

Behind  came  King. — Bred  up  in  mcdcil  lore, 

Eafnful  and  young  he  fought  Hibernia's  iliore ; 

Ilibernia,  fam'd,  'bove  e.\^rf  other  grace. 

For  matchlefs  intrepidity  of  face. 

From 
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From  her  his  features  cauglit  the  gen'rous  flame. 

And  bid  defiance  to  all  I'enfe  of  iTiame. 

Totor'd  by  her  all  rivals  to  furpafs, 

'Mongfl:  Drury's  fons  he  comes,  and  (hines  in  Brafs. 

Lo  Yates ! — Without  the  leaU  fineffe  of  art 
He  gets  applaufe — I  \vilh  he'd  get  his  pair. 
When  hot  impatience  is  in  full  career. 
How  vilely  "  Hark'e  !  Kark'e  '"  grates  the  ear  ? 
When  adiive  fancy  from  the  brain  is  fer.t. 
And  Hands  on  tip-toe  for  feme  v/iih'd  event, 
I  hate  thofe  carelefs  blunders  which  recall 
Sufpended  fenfe,  and  prove  it  fidticn  all. 

In  characters  of  low  and  vulgar  mould. 
Where  Nature's  coarfeft  features  we  behold. 
Where,  delHtute  of  ev'ry  decent  grace, 
Unmanner'd  jefts  are  blurted  in  your  face. 
There  Yates  with  juiHcs  ilrift  attention  draws, 
A(fls  truly  from  himfelf,  and  gains  applaufe. 
But  v.hen  to  pleafe  himfelf  or  charm  his  wife. 
He  alms  at  fomethir.g  in  politer  life. 
When,  blindly  thv/arting  Nature's  flubborn  plan. 
He  treads  the  ftage,  by  way  of  gentleman. 
The  clown,  who  no  one  touch  of  breeding  knows. 
Looks  like  Tom  Errand  drefs'd  in  Clincher's  cloaths. 
Fond  of  his  drefs,  fond  of  his  perfon  grown, 
Laugh'd  at  by  all,  and  to  himfelf  unknown. 
From  fide  to  fide  he  ftruts,  he  fmiles,  he  prates. 
And  feems  to  wonder  what's  become  of  Yates. 

Woodward,  endow'd  with  various  tricks  of  face. 
Great  mafiier  in  the  fcience  of  grimace. 

From 
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From  Ireland  ventures,  fav'rite  of  the  town, 
Lur'd  by  the  pleaiing  profpeft  of  renown  ; 
A  fpeaking  Harlequin,  made  up  of  whim. 
He  twills,  he  twines,  he  tortures  ev'ry  limb. 
Plays  to  the  eye  with  a  mere  monkey's  art. 
And  leaves  to  fenfe  the  conquelt  of  the  heart. 
We  laugh  indeed,  but  on  refledtion's  birth. 
We  wonder  at  ourfelves,  and  curfe  our  mirth. 
His  walk  of  parts  he  fatally  mifplac'd. 
And  inclination  fondly  took  for  tafte  ; 
Hence  hath  the  town  fo  often  feen  difplay'd 
Beau  in  burlefque,  high  life  inmafquerade. 

But  when  bold  wits,  not  fuch  as  patch  up  plays. 
Cold  and  corred,  in  thefe  infipid  days. 
Some  comic  charader,  ftrong  featur'd,  urge 
To  probability's  extremeft  verge. 
Where  modell  Judgment  her  decree  fufpends. 
And  for  a  time,  nor  cenfures,  nor  commends. 
Where  critics  can't  determine  on  the  fpot. 
Whether  it  is  in  Nature  fouad  or  not. 
There  Woodward  fafely  fhall  his  pow'rs  exert. 
Nor  fail  of  favour  where  he  fhews  defert. 
Hence  he  in  Bobadil  fuch  praifes  bore. 
Such  worthy  praifes,  Kitely  fcarce  had  more. 

By  turns  transform'd  into  all  kind  of  fliapes, 
Conftant  to  none,  Focte  laughs,  cries,  ftruts  and  fcrapes : 
Now  in  the  centre,,  now  in  van  or  rear. 
The  Proteus  fhifts,  Ba-ivd,  Pa-rfon,  AtiSlionecr. 
His  ftrokes  of  humour,  and  his  biirlts  of  fnort. 
Are  all  contain'd  in  this  one  word,  Dijlort. 

Doth 
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Doth  a  man  llutter,  look  a-fquint,  or  halt  ? 
Mimics  draw  humour  out  of  Nature's  fauk. 
With  perfonal  defefts  their  mirth  adorn. 
And  hang  misfortunes  out  to  public  fcorn. 
h'en  I,  whom  Nature  caft  in  hideous  mould. 
Whom,  having  made,  Ihe  trembled  to  behold. 
Beneath  the  load  of  mimicry  may  groan. 
And  find  that  Nature's  errors  are  my  own. 

Shadows  behind  of  Foote  and. Woodward  came  ; 
\'^'ilkinfon  this,  Obricn  was  that  name.. 
Strange,  to  relate,  but  wonderfully  tr»e. 
That  even  fhadows  have. their  fliadows  too  ' 
V/ith  not  a  Angle  comic  pow'r  enuu'd. 
The  firil  a  mere  mere  mimic's  miiHic  flood  ; 
The  lalt  by  Nature  form'd  to  oleafe,  who  ilicv/s, 
.In  Jonfon's  Stephen,  which  way  Genius  growi  ;. 
Self  quite  put  oft", .afFeds,  .with  too  much  :;rt,. 
To  put  on  Wood.vard  in  each  mangled  part  ; 

1   Adopts  hii  Hirug,  bi^  wink,  his  ftaie;  nay,  more, 

i  His  voice,  and  cioaks  ;  for  Woodv/ard  croak'd  before. 

I  When  a  dull  copier  fimple  gfs.cs  ncg'iecls, 

I  And  reib  his  imitation  in  defects, -. 

■  We  readily  forgive  ;  but  fuch  vile  arts 
Are  doable  guilt  in  men  of  real  parts. 

By  Nature  form'd  in  her  pcrverfell  mcod. 
With  no  one  rcquilite  of  art  endu'd. 
Next  Jackfon  came. — Obferve  that  fettled  glare. 
Which  better  fpeaks  a  puppet  than  a  player  ;  . 

iJLill  to  that  voice— did  ever  Difcord  hear 

:j  Sounds  lb  well  fitted  to.  her  untun.'d  ear  ? 

Vol.  LXM.  C  When, 
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When,  to  enforce  fome  very  tender  part. 
The  right-hand  fleeps  by  inftinft  on  the  heart. 
His  foul,  of  every  other  thought  bereft. 
Is  anxious  only  where  to  place  the  left  ; 
He  fobs  and  pants  to  foothe  his  weeping  fpoufe. 
To  foothe  his  weeping  mother,  turns  and  bows. 
Aukvvard,  embarrafs'd,  ftifr,  without  the  flcill 
Of  moving  gracefully,  or  ilanding  ftill, 
One  leg,  as  if  fufpicious  of  his  brother, 
Defirous  feems  to  run  away  from  t'  other. 

Some  errors,  handed  down  from  age  to  age. 
Plead  cuftom's  force,  and  ftill  poiTefs  the  llage. 
That's, vile — Should  we  a  parent's  faults  adore. 
And  err,  becaufe  our  fathers  err'd  before  ? 
If,  inattentive  to  the  author's  mind, 
ijome  aftors  made  the  jeft  they  could  not  find. 
If  by  low  tricks  they  marr'd  fair  Nature's  mien. 
And  blurr'd  the  graces  of  the  fimple  fcene, 
Shall  we,  if  reaicn  rightly  is  employ'd. 
Not  fee  their  faults,  or  feeing  not  avoid  ? 
When  FalftafF  ftacds  detected  in  a  lye. 
Why,  without  meaning,  rolls  Love's  gkuy  eye  ? 
■\Viiy  ? — There's  no  caufc — at  leafl  no  caufe  vvc  know- 
It  was  the  faihion  twenty  years  ago. 
Fafliion,  a  word  v»'hich  knaves  and  fcols  may  ufe 
Their  knavery  and  folly  to  excufe. 
To  ccpy  beauties,  fcrteits  all  pretence 
■^fo  fame— to  copy  faults,  is  want  of  fenfe. 

Yet  (tho'  in  feme  particulars  he  falls. 
Some  few  particulars,  where  Mode  prevails) 

If 
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If  in  thefe  hallow'd  times,  when  fober,  fad. 

All  Gentlemen  are  melancholy  mad. 

When  'tis  not  deem'd  fo  great  a  crime  by  half 

To  violate  a  veflal,  as  to  laugh. 

Rude  mirth  may  hope  prefumptucus  to  engage 

An  Ad:  of  Toleration  for  the  llage. 

And  courtiers  will,  like  reafonable  creatures, 

Sufpend  vain  falliion,  and  unfcrew  their  features. 

Old  Falilaff,  play'd  by  Love,  fliall  pleafe  once  morer 

And  humour  f^t  the  audience  in  a  roar. 

Aftors  I've  feen,  and  of  no  vulgar  name. 
Who,  being  from  one  part  pclTefs'd  of  fame. 
Whether  they  are  to  laugh,  cry,  whine,  or  bawl,^ 
Siill  introduce  that  fav'rite  part  in  all. 
Here,  Love,  be  cautious — ne'er  be  thou  betray'd 
To  call  in  that  wag  FalilaiF's  dang'rous  aid  ; 
Like  Goths  of  old,  howe'er  he  feems  a  friend. 
He'll  feize  that  throne,  you  wiih  him  to  defend.  • 
In  a  peculiar  mould  by  Humour  caft. 
For  Falilaff  fram'd-Himfeif,  the  firfc  and  hd,— 
He  fta.nds  aloof  from  all — maintains  his  ftate. 
And  fcorns,  like  Sect/hen,  to  afllmilat-e. 
Vain  all  difguife— too  plain  we  fee  the  trick, 
Tho'  the  Knight  v/ears  the  weeds  of  Dominic, 
And  Boniface,  difgrac'd,  betrays  the  fmack. 
In  Anno  Domini,  of  FalilafF's  fack,  [tlou,  - 

Arms  crcfs'd,  brov/s  bent,  eyes  fix'd,  feet  marchinc-- . 
A-hand  of  maleccntents  with  fpjeen  o'erflov>-^ 

C  z  Wraps 
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Wrapt  in  conceit's  impenetrable  fog. 
Which  pride,  like  Phoebus,  draws  from  ev'ry  bog. 
They  curfe  the  Managers,  and  curfe  the  Town, 
Whofe  partial  favour  keeps  fuch  merit  down. 

But  if  ferae  man,  more  hardy  than  the  reft. 
Should  dare  attack  thefe  gnatlings  in  their  neft  ; 
At  once  they  rife  with  impotence  of  rage, 
Wh?t  their  fmall  ftings,  and  buzz  about  the  ftage. 
"  'Tis  breach  of  privilege  ! — Shall  any  dare 
**  To  arm  fatyric  truth  againft  a  pla)  ei" : 
"   Prefcriptive  rights  we  plead  time  out  of  mind ; 
♦'   Adors,  unlafh'd  themfelves,  may  lafli  m.ankind.'* 

What  !  fhall  opinion  then,  of  Nature  free 
And  lib'ral  as  the  vagrant  air,  agree 
To  ruft  in  chains  like  theic,  imposed  by  things 
Which,  lefs  than  nothing,  ape  the  pride  of  kings  \ 
No — though  half-poets  with  half-plavcrs  join 
To  curfe  the  freedom  of  each  honcft  line  ; 
Though  rage  and  malice  dim  their  faded  cheek  j 
What  the  Mufe  freely  thinks,  ilie'll  freely  fpeak. 
With  juft  difdain  of  ev'ry  paltry  fnecr, 
Stranrrer  alike  to  flattery  and  fear. 
In  parpofe  fix'd,  and  to  herfelf  a  rule. 
Public  contempt  ihall  wait  the  public  fool. 

Auftin  would  always  gliften  in  French  filks, 
Ackman  would  Norris  be,  and  Packer  Wilks. 
For  who,  like  Ackman,  can  v.ith  humour  pleafe  ? 
Who  can,  like  Packer,  charm  with  fprightly  cafe  ? 
Higher  than  all  the  reft,  fee  Branfljy  ftrut  : 
A  mighty  Gulliver  in  Lilliput'! 

Ludicrous 
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X.U(licrous  Nature  !  which  at  once  could  (hew 
A  man  lb  very  high,  (o  very  low. 

If  I  forget  thee>  Bhikes,  or  if  I  fay 
Aught  hurtful,  may  I  never  fee  thee  play. 
Let  critics,  with  a  fupercilious  <iir, 
Decry  thy  various  merit,  and  declare 
Frenchman  is  ftill  at  top  ;--but  fcorn  that  rage 
Which,  in  attacking  th«?e,  attacks  the  age. 
French  follies,  univerfally  embrac'd, 
At  once  provoke  our  mirth,  and  form  our  talle. 

Long,  from  a  nation  ever  hardly  us'd. 
At  random  cenfur'd,  wantonly  abus'd, 
Have  Britons  drawn  their  fport,  with  partial  view 
Form'd  gen'ral  notions  from  the  rafcal  few  ; 
Ccndemn'd  a  people,  as  for  vices  known, 
Which,  fi'om  -their  country  banilli'd,  feek  our  own. 
At  length,  howe'er,  the  flavifti  chain  is  broke, 
And  Senfe  awaken'd,  fcorns  her  ancient  yoke  : 
Taught  by  thee.  Moody,  we  now  learn  to  raife 
Mirth  from  their  foibles  ;  from  dielr  virtues,  praifc. 

Next  came  the  legion,  which  our  Summer  Bayes, 
From  alleys,  here  and  there,  contriv'd  to  raife, 
Fiufli'd  with  vail  hopes,  and  certain  to  fecceed 
With  Wits  who  cannot  write,  and  fcarce  can  read. 
Vet'rans  no  more  fupport  the  rotten  caufc, 
No  more  from  Elliot's  worth  they  reap  applaufj  ; 
Each  on  himlelf  determines  to  rely, 
Be  Yates  diibanded,  and  let  Elliot  lly. 
Never  did  p'ay'rs  fo  well  an  author  tit, 
,.-To  Nature  dead,  and  foes  declar'd  to  Wit. 

C   ^  St) 
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So  loud  each  tongue,  fo  empty  was  each  head. 
So  much  they  talk'd,  fo  very  little  faid, 
-So  wond'rous  dull,  and  yet  fo  wond'rous  vain. 
At  once  fo  willing,  and  unfit  to  reign. 
That  Reafon  fwore,  nor  would  the  oaih  recall. 
Their  mighty  mailer's  foul  inform 'd  them  all. 

As  one  with  various  difappoiritments  fad. 
Whom  Dullnefs  only  kept  from  being  mad. 
Apart  from  all  the  reft  great  Murphy  came — 
Common  to  fools  and  wits,  the  rage  of  fame. 
Vv'hat  tho'  the  fons  of  Nonfenfe  hail  him  Sirs, 
Auditor,  Author,  Manager,  and  S>:jjji  re. 
His  reftlefs  foul's  ambition  llops  no:  there. 
To  make  his  triumphs  perfect,  dub  him  Player. 

In  perfontall,  a  figure  form'd  to  pleafe. 
If  fymmetry  could  charm,  depriv'd  of  cafe  ; 
When  moticnlefs  he  ftands,  we  all  approve  ; 
What  pity  'tis  the  Thing  was  made  to  move. 

His  voice,  in  one  dull,  deep,  unvaried  found. 
Seems  to  break  forth  from  caverns  under  ground. 
-From  hollo-.v  cheil:  the  lo.v  fepulcbral  note 
3[Jmvil!irg  heaves,  and  ilrugghs  in  his  throat. 

Could  authors  butch^r'd  give  an  aftor  grace, 
AH  muft  to  him  refign  th^ibremoft  place. 
When  he  attempts,  in  feme  one  -fav'rite  part, 
"To  ape  the  feelings  of  a  manly  heart. 
His  hcneft  features  the  difguife  defy. 
And  his  face  loudly  gives  his  -tongue  the  lye. 

Still  in  extremes,  he  knovv's  no  happy  ir.canj 
*Oi'  raving  niiid,  or  flupidly  ferene. 
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in  cold -wrought  fceiies  the  Iifelefs  a£lor  flag.s. 
In  paffion,  tears  the  paflion  mto  rags. 
Can  none  remember ?— Yes — I  know  all  muft— 
When  in  the  Moor  he  ground  his  teeth  to  duft, 
"When  o'er  the  ftage  he  Folly's  ftandard  bore, 
Wiiilll:  Common-Senfe  flood  trembling  at  the  door. 

How  few  are  found  with  real  talent*  blefs'd. 
Fewer  with  Nature's  gifts  contented  reft. 
Man  from  his  fphere  ecceatric  ftarts  aftray  ; 
All  hunt  for  fame  ;  but  moft  rniftake  the  way. 
Bred  at  St,  Om:er's  to  the  fhuffling  trade. 
The  hopeful  youth  a  Jefuit  might  have  made. 
With  various  readings  ftor'd  his  empty  fkull, 
Learn'd  without  fenfe,  and  venei'ably  dull ; 
Or,  at  fome  banker's  deCc,  like  many  more. 
Content  to  tell  that  two  and  two  make  four. 
His  name  had  flood  in  City  Annals  fair, 
Ar.d  prudent  DuUnefs  rnark'd  him  for  a  Mayor. 

What  then  could  tempt  thee,  in  a  critic  age. 
Such  blooming  hopes  to  forfeit  on  a  ftr.ge  ? 
Could  it  be  u'orth  thy  wond'rous  Vv'alte  of  pains 
To  publilh  to  the  world  thy  lack  of  brains  ? 
Or  might  not  reafon  e'en  to  thee  have  fnewn 
Thy  greateft  praife  had  been  to  live  unhnonKin  ? 
'S zx  let  not  vanity,  like  thine,  del'pair  : 
lortune  mikes  Folly  her  peculiar  care. 

A  vacant  throne  high  plac'd  in  Smithfield  view. 
To  ficred  Dullnefs  and  \\zx  firfi-horn  due. 
Thither  with  hafte  in  happy  hour  repair. 
Thy  blith-right  claiirij  nor  fear  a  rival  there. 

C  4  Shutcr 
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Shuter  himfelf  fliall  own  thy  jufter  claim. 
And  venal  Ledgers  puft"  their  Murphy's  name, 
Whillt  Vaughan  *  or  Dapper,  call  him  which  you  will. 
Shall  blow  the  trumpet,  and  give  out  the  bill. 

There  rule  fecure  from  critlci  and  from  fenfc. 
Nor  once  (hall  Genius  rife  to  give  offence  ; 
Eternal  peace  fhall  blefs  the  happy  fliore, 
And  Little  Factions  break  thv  relt  no  more. 

From  Covent-Garden  crowds  promifcuous  go, 
V/hom  the  Mufe  knows  nor,  nor  defires  to  know, 
^''et'rans  they  feem'd,  but  knew  of  arms  no  more 
Than  if,.till  that  time,  arms  thev  never  bore  : 
Like  Weftminlter  militia  train'd  to  fight, 
T;iey  fcarcely  knew  the  left  hand  from  the  right. 
^MhamM  among  fuch  troops  to  Ihew  the  head, 
Th.ir  chiefs  were  fcaiter'd,  and  their-'heroes  fled. 

Sparks  at  his  glafs  fat  comfortably  down 
To  fep'rate  frown  from  fmile,  and  fmile  from  frown  ; 
Smith,-the  genteel,  the  airy,  and  the  fmart, 
Smith  wjs  juil  gone  to  fchool  to  fay  his  part; 
Rofs  (a.  misfortune  whicli  we  often  meet) 
Was  fill  aOeep  at  ddr  Statira'sfeet; 
Statira,  with  her  hero  to  a^fee. 
Stood  caher  fee:  as  fallavecp  as  be-; 
Wucklin,  who  largely  deals  in  half-form'ti  founds. 
Who  wantonly  tranfgrefles  Nature's  bounds, 
Whofe  acting's  hard,  affeded,  and  conllrain'd, 
Whofc  feature:.,  as  each  other  they  difdain'd, 

*   A  gciuleman  i1.ll  livlsij,  who  publilhcd,  at  tliis  Jumfliire,  a 
P->t.»n  tntit'L-a,  "  Jhe  Rv-f^rt."  E. 

At 
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At  variance  fct,  inflexible  and  coarle, 

Ne'er  know  the  workings  cf  united  force. 

Ne'er  klndiy  foften  to  each  other's  aid, 

Nor  lliew  the  mingled  pow'rs  of  light  and  fliade. 

No  longer  for  a  thanklefs  ftage  concern'd. 

To  worthier  thoughts  his  mighty  genius  turn'd, 

Harangu'd,  gave  leftures,  made  each  fimple  elf 

Almoft  as  good  a  fpeaker  as  himfelf ; 

Whilil;  the  whole  Town,  mad  with  miftaken  zeal. 

An  aukward  rage  for  Elocution  feel  ; 

Dull  Cits  and  grave  Divines  his  praife  proclaim. 

And  join  with  Sheridan's  their  Macklln's  name  ; 

Shuter,  v/ho  never  car'd  a  fmgle  pin 

V.'hether  he  left  out  nonfenfe,  or  put  in, 

AViio  aim'd  at  wit,  tho'  leveil'd  in  the  dark, 

T;ie  random  arrow  feldom  hit  the  mark. 

At  Iflington,  all  by  the  placid  Ilreara 

Where  City  Avalns  in  lap  of  dullnefs  dream. 

Where,  quiet  as  her  ilraisis  their  ll-rains  do  flow. 

That  all  the  patron  by  the  bards  may. kno.v, 

Secret  as   night,  with  Roll's  experienced  aid, 

The  plan  of  future  cper  tions  laid, 

Projeftjd  Ichemes  the  fummer  months  to  chear. 

Aid  fpin  out  happy  Fol'y  through  the  year. 

ij-.it  thinlc  net,  though  thefe  dalhrd-chiefs  are  fled. 
That  Covcnt-Garden  troors  ihall  want  a  head  : 
Harlequin  comes  their  chief.  —See  from  afar, 
Tae  hero  feated  in  fantailic  car  ! 
Wedded  to  No-vehj,  his  onl)'^  arms 
Are  wooden  fvvords,  wands,  ta'ifmans,  and  charms ; 

on 
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On  one  fide  Folly  fits,  by  feme  call'd  Fun, 
And  on  the  other,  his  arch-patron,  Lun. 
Behind,  for  liberty  a-thirH  in  vain, 
Senfe,  helplefs  captive,  drags  the  galling  chain. 
Six  rude  mif-fhapen  beafts  the  chariot  draw. 
Whom  Reafon  ioaths,  and  Nature  never  faw  ; 
Monfters,  with  tails  of  ice,  and  heads  of  fire ; 
Gorgons,  and  Hydras,  and  Chiraajras  dire. 
Each  was  beflrode  by  full  as  monirrcus  v\ight. 
Giant,  Dwarf,  Genius,  Elf,  Hermaphrodite. 
The  Town,  as  ufual,    met  him  in  full  cry  ; 
The  TonTi,  as  ufual,  knew  no  reafon  why. 
But  Fafliion  fo  diredls,  and  moderns  raife 
On  Fafhion's  mould'ring  bafe  their  tranfient  praifc, 

Ne.vt,  to  the  field  a  band  of  females  draw 
Their  force  ;  for  Britain  owns  no  Salique  law  : 
Juft  to  their  worth,  we  female  rights  admit. 
Nor  bar  tlieir  claim  to  empire  or  to  wit. 

Firlt,  giggling,  plotting  chamber-maids  arrive. 
Hoydens  and  romps,  led  on  by  Gen'ral  Cli\  e. 
In  fpitc  of  outward  blemiihcs,  fhe  fnone 
For  humour  farn'd,  and  humour  all  licr  oun. 
Eafy,  as  if  at  home,  the  fiage  flie  trod, 
Nor  fought  the  critic's  praife,  nor  fcar'd  hii  rod. 
Original  in  fpirit  and  in  cafe. 
She  pleas'd  by  iiiding  ail  attempts  to  pleafe. 
No  comic  aftrefs  ever  yet  could  raife. 
On  Flarnour's  bafe,  more  merit  or  more  praife. 

With  all  the  native  vigour  of  fixteen, 
Among  the  merry  troop  confpicuous  fecn^ 

See 
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See  lively  Pope  advance  iny'/V  and  trip, 
Corinna,  Cherry,  Honeycomb,  and  Snip. 
Not  without  Arc,  but  yet  to  Nature  true. 
She  charms  the  Tov.n  with  humour  juii:,  yet  new. 
Chear'd  by  her  promife,  vv'e  the  lefs  deplore 
'J'he  fatal  time  whenCIive  fhall  be  no  more. 

Lo  !   Vincent  comes — with  fimple  grace  array 'd, 
Slie  laughs  at  paltry  arts,  and  fcorns  parade. 
Nature  through  her  is  by  refledion  fhewn, 
W'hilil:  Gay  once  more  knows  Polly  for  his  own^ 

Talk  not  to  me  of  diffidence  and  fear — 
I  fee  it  all,  but  muft  forgive  it  here. 
Oefecbs  like  thefe  which  modejl  terrors  caufe, 
'lom  impudence  itfclf  extort  applaufe. 
Jandour  and  Reafon  Hill  take  Virtue's  part ; 
V'i'e  love  e'en  foibles  in'  fo  good  an  heart. 

r,ct  Tommy  Arne,  with  ufual  pomp  of  ftile, 
'A'hofe  chief,  wbofe  only  merit's  to  compile, 
'>vho,  mcanl-y  pilfering  here  and  tKere  a  bit, 
')L'a!s   mafic  out  as  Murphy  deals  out  v>'iL, 
t  ublifn  propofab,  laws  for  talle  prefcribe. 
And  chauRt  the  praifeof  an  Italian  tribe; 
Let  him  reverfe  kind  Nature's  firll  decrees. 
And  teach  e'en  Brent  a  method  not  to  pleafe  j 
L'ut  never  faall  a  truly  Britifh  age 
j'ear  a  vile  race  of  eunuchs  on  the  ftage. 
'i'i:e  boalted  work's  call'd  National  in  vain. 
If  one  Italian  voice  pollutes  the  faain. 
V.'here  tyrants  rule,  and  fiaves  with  joy  obey, 
T.et  flavifa  minitrels  pour  th'  enervate  lays 

To 
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To  Britons  far  more  noble  pleafures  fpring. 
In  native  notes  whilll  Beard  and  Vincent  fing. 

Might  figure  give  a  title  unto  fame. 
What  .rival  (hould  with  Yates  diipuie  her  claim  ? 
But  jufticc  may  not  partial  trophies  raife. 
Nor  fmk  the  Aftrefs  in  the  V/oman's  praife. 
Still  hand  in  hand  her  words  and  actions  go. 
And  the  heart  feels  mere  than  the  features  fhew  ; 
For,  through  the  regions  of  that  beauteous  face. 
We  no  variety  of  pafllons  trace  ; 
Dead  to  the  foft  emotions  of  the  heart, 
Nn  kindred  foftnefs  -can  thofe  eyes  impart  ; 
The  brow,  iHll  fix'd  in  forrovv's  fullen  frame, 
\'oid  of  dillindion,  marks  all  parts  the  fame. 

What's  a  fine  perfon,  or  a  beauteous  face, 
Unlefs  deportment  gives  tli^m  decent  grace  f 
Blcfs'd  with  all  other  requifites  to  pleale. 
Some  want  the  itriking  elegance  of  eafe  ; 
The  curious  eye  their  aukwrj-J  movement  tirCi  ; 
They  feem  like  puppets  led  about  by  wires. 
Others,  like  Itatues,  in  one  poilure  itill. 
Give  great  ideas  of  the  workman's  fkill  ; 
Woad'ring,  his  art  we  praife  the  more  we  view»^ 
And  odIv  erieve  he  gave  not  motion  too.  . .,  ,    .  ; 

Weak  of  themfelvcs  are  what  we  beauties  ^^y-.-^,i:u^ 
It  is  the  manner  which  gives  ilrength  to  alt.  jjjq  ^'p 
This  teaches  ev'ry  beauty  to  unite,  .-;   x^^^p. 

And  brings  them  forward  in  the  nobleft  light. 
Happy  in  this,  behold,  amidll  the  throng. 
With  tranfient  gleam  of  grace.  Hart  fweeps  along. 

If 
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If  all  the  wonders  of  external  grace, 
A  perfon  finely  turn'd,  a  mould  of  face. 
Where,  union  rare,  expreffion's  lively  force 
With  beauty's  fofteli  magic  holds  difcourfe, 
Attra*^!;  the  eye  ;  if  feelings,  void  of  art, 
Rouze  the  quick  paliions,  and  enttame  the  heart ;. 
jf  mufic,  fweetly  breathing  from  the  tongue. 
Captives  the  ear.  Bride  mult  not  pafs  unfung. 

When  fear,  which  rank  ill-nature  terms  conceit. 
By  time  and  cullom  conquer'd,  faall  retreat ; 
When  judgment  tutor'd  by  experience  fage. 
Shall  fhoot  abroad,  and  gather  llrength  from  age; 
When  hcav'n  in  mercy  fliall  the  ftage  releafe 
l>om  the  dull  ffumbers  of  a  iHll-life  piece  ; 
^^'hen  fome  llale  fiow'r,  difgraceful  to  the  walk. 
Which  long  hath  hung,  tbo'  wither'd  on  the  ftalk. 
Shall  kindly  drop,  then  Bride  ihall  make  her  way. 
And  merit  find  a  palTage  to  the  day  ; 
Biought  into  aiStion,  fhe  at  once  lliall  raife 
Her  own  renown,  and  jullifv  our  praife. 

Form'd  for  the  tragic  fccne,  to   grace  the  ilage. 
With  rival  excellence  of  love  and  rage, 
Miilrefs  of  each  foft  art,  with  matchlefs  fkill 
To  turn  and  wind  the  paflions  as  Ihe  will  ; 
To  melt  the  heart  with  fympalhetic  woe, 
,Awake  the  figh,  and  teach  the  tear  to  flow  ; 
To  put  on  frenzy's  wild  dillrafted  glare. 
And  freeze  the  foul  with  horror  and  dcfpair  ; 
With  juft  dcfert  enroll'd  in  endlefs  fame, 
Confcicus  of  worth  fuperior,  Cibber  came. 

When 
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When  poor  Alicia's  madd'ning  brains  are  rack'd^- 
And  ftrongly  imag'd  griefs  her  mind  diftraft  ; 
Struck  with  her  grief,  I  catch  the  madnefs  too  ! 
?vly  brain  turns  round,  the  headlefs  trunk  I  view  ! 
The  roof  Ci-acks,  fhakes  and  falls  ! — New  horrors  rife* 
And  reafon  buried  in  the  ruin  lies. 

Nobly  difdainful  of  each  flavifh  art. 
She  makes  her  firft  attack  upon  the  heart : 
Pleas'd  with  the  fummons,  it  receives  her  laws. 
And  all  is  fdence,  fyrapathy,  applaufe. 

But  when,  by  fond  ambition  drawn  afide,. 
Giddy  with  praife,  and  puff'd  with  female  pride. 
She  quits  the  tragic  fcene,  and,  in  pretence 
To  comic  merit,  breaks  down  Nature's  fence ; 
I  fcarcely  can  believe  my  cars  or  eyes. 
Or  find  out  Gibber  through  the  dark  difguife. 
Pritchard,  by  nature  for  the  ftage  defigu'd. 
In  perfon  graceful,  and  in  fenfe  refin'd ; 
Her  art  as  much  as  Nature's  friend  became. 
Her  voice  as  free  from  bleinifn  as  her  fame. 
Who  knows  fo  well  in  majefty  to  pleafe, 
Attemper'd  with  the  graceful  charms  of  eafc  ? 

When  Congreve's  favour'd  pantomime  to  grace. 
She  comes  a  caprive  queen  of  Moorlfh  race ; 
When  love,  hate,  jealoufy,  defpair  and  rage, 
Witli  wiideft  tumults  in  her  breaft  engage  j 
Still  equal  to  herfelf  is  Zara  feen  ; 
Her  paffions  are  the  pafiions  of  a  Queen. 

When  fhe  to  murther  whets  the  timorous  Thane, 
I  feci  ambition  rufh  through  ev'ry  vein  ; 

Per- 
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r'eiTua/ion  hangs  upon  her  daring  tongue, 

iVJy  heart  grows  flint,  and  ev'ry  nerve's  new  ftrung. 

In  Comedy — "  Nay,  there,"  cries  Critic,  "  hold, 
"  Pritchard's  for  Comedy  too  fat  and  old. 
'•'  V/ho  can,  with  patience,  bear  the  gray  coquette, 
"  Or  force  a  laugh  with  over-grown  Julett  ? 
"  Her  fpeech,  look,  aftion,  humour,  allarejuft; 
"  But  then,  her  age  and  figure  give  difguft." 

Are  foibles  then,  and  graces  of  the  mind. 
In  real  life,  to  fize  or  age  confin'd  ? 
Do  fpirits  flow,  and  is  good-breeding  plac'd 
In  any  fet  circumference  of  waift  ? 
As  we  grow  old,  doth  affechation  ceafe. 
Or  gives  not  age  new  vigour  to  caprice  ? 
if  iu  originals  thcfe  things  appear, 
V.  hy  Ihould  we  bar  them  in  the  copy  here? 
i  he  nice  puntElilio-mongers  of  this  age, 
T\\e  grand  minute  reformers  of  the  flage. 
Slaves  to  propriety  of  ev'ry  kind, 
.-•ome  ilandard-meafure  for  each  part  fliould  find,. 
Which  when  the  beft  of  aftors  (hall  exceed, 
J  .et  it  devolve  to  one  of  Cnaller  breed. 
.'.II  aflors  too  upon  the  back  fhould  bear 
Certificate  of  birch  ;— time,  when  ;  —place,  where. 
I'Of  how  can  critics  rightly  fix  their  worth, 
l.'nicfs  they  know  the  minute  of  their  birth? 
.vn  audience  too,  deceiv'd,  may  find  too  late 
That  they  have  clapp'd  an  aflor  out  of  date. 

Figure,  I  own,  at  firft  may  give  offence. 
And  harflily  flrike  the  eye's  too  curious  fenfe  : 

But 
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But  when  pcrfedtions  of  the  mind  break  forth. 

Humour's  chafte  fallies,  judgment's  folid  worth; 

When  the  pure  genuine  flame,  by  Nature  taught. 

Springs  into  fenfe,  and  ev'ry  adion's  thought ; 

Before  fuch  merit  all  objeftions  fly  ; 

Pritchard's  genteel,  and  Garrick's  fix  feet  high. 
Oft  have  1,  Pritchard,,  feen  thy  wond'rous  fkill, 

Confefs'd  thee  great,  but  find  thee  greater  flill. 

That  worth,  which  fhone  in  fcatter'd  rays  before, 

CoUefted  now,  breaks  forth  with  double  pow'r. 

The  Jealous  Wife  !  on  that  thy  trophies  raiie. 

Inferior  only  to  the  author's  praife. 

From  Dublin,  fam'd  in  legends  of  romance 

For  mighty  magic  of  enchanted  lance. 

With  whid\  her  heroes  arm'd  vidorious  prove. 

And  like  a  flcod  rulh   o'er  the  land  of  love, 

Moffop   and  Barry  came— names  ne'er  dcfign'J 

By  fate  in  the  fame  fentence  to  be  join'd. 

Rais'd  by  the  breath  of  popular  acclaim. 

They  mounted  to  the  pinnacle  of  fame  ; 

There  the  weak  brain,  made  giddy  with  the  height,.! 

Spurr'd  on  the  rival  chiefs  to  mortal  fight. 

Thus  fportive  boys,  around  fome  bafon's  brim. 

Behold  the  pipe-drawn  bladders  circling  fwim  : 

But  if  from  lungs  more  potent,  there  ariie 

Two  bubbles  of  a  more  than  common  fize. 

Eager  for  honour  they,  for  fight  prepare. 

Bubble  meets  bubble,  and  both  fink  to  air. 

Moflop,  attach'd  to  military  plan. 
Still  kept  his  eye  fix'd  on  his  right-hand  man, 

Whilll 
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Whilft  the  mouth  meafures  words  with  feeming  flcill. 

The  right  hand  labours,  and  the  left  lies  iHU  ; 

For  he  refolv'd  on  fcripture-grounds  to  go. 

What  the  right  doth,  the  left-hand  Ihall  not  know. 

Vv'ith  ftudied  impropriety  of  fpeech. 

He  foars  beyond  the  hackney  critic's  reach  ; 

To  epithets  allots  emphatic  ftate, 

Whilll:  principals,  ungrac'd,  like  lacquies  wait; 

In  ways  firft  trodden  by  himfelf  excels. 

And  Hands  alone  in  indeclinables ; 

Conjundlion,  Prepofition,  Adverb  join 

To  ilamp  new  vigour  on  the  nervous  line  : 

In  monofyllabies  his  thunders  roll. 

He,  she,  it,  and,  we,  ye,  they,  fright  the  foul.- 

In  perfon  taller  than  the  common  lize. 
Behold  where  Barry  draws  admiring  eyes  ! 
V/hsn  lab'ring  paiTions,  in  his  bofom  pent, 
Cunvulfive  rage,  and  ftruggling  heave  for  vent ; 
Spe<!ftators,  with  imagin'd  terrors  warm. 
Anxious  expeft  the  burlling  of  the  ftorm  : 
But,  all  unfit  in  fuch  a  pile  to  dwell. 
His  voice  comes  forth,  like  Echo  from  her  cell  ; 
To  fvvell  the  tempell  needful  aid  denies. 
And  all  a-down  the  ftage  in  feeble  murmurs  dies. 

What  man,  like  Barry,  with  fuch  pains,  can  err 
In  elocution,  aflion,  character  ? 
What  man  could  give,  if  Barry  was  not  here. 
Such  well-applauded  tendernefs  to  Lear  r 
Who  elfe  can  fpeak  fo  very,  very  fine. 
That  fenfe  may  kindly  end  with  ev'ry  lir.t;  ? 

Vol.  LXVl.  D  Some 
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Some  dozen  lines  before  the  ghoft  is  there. 
Behold  him  for  the  folemn  fcene  prepare. 
See  how  he  frames  his  eyes,  poifes  each  limb. 
Puts  the  whole  body  into  proper  trim. — 
From  whence  we  learn,  with  no  great  llretch  of  art. 
Five  lines  hence  comes  a  ghoft,  and,  ha  !  a  ftart. 

When  he  appears  moft  perfeft,  /lill  we  find 
Something  which  jars  upon,  and  hurts  the  mind. 
Whatever  lights  upon  a  part  are  throu'n. 
We  fee  too  plainly  they  are  not  his  own. 
No  flame  from  Nature  ever  yet  he  caught ; 
Nor  knew  a  feeling  which  he  was  not  taught ; 
He  rais'd  his  trophies  on  the  bafe  of  art. 
And  conn'd  his  paiTions,  as  he  conn'd  his  part. 

Quin,  from  afar,  lur'd  by  the  fcent  of  fame, 
A  llage  Leviathan,  put  in  his  claim. 
Pupil  of  Betterton  and  Booth.     Alone, 
Sullen  he  walk'd,  and  deern'd  the  chair  his  own. 
For  how  fhould  moderns,  mulhrooms  of  the  day. 
Who  ne'er  thofe  mailers  knew,  know  how  to  play  ? 
Grey-bearded  vet'rans,  who,  with  partial  tongue,  . 
Extol  the  times  when  they  themfelves  were  young  j, 
Who  having  loft  all  reliia  for  the  ftage. 
See  not  their  own  defeats,  but  lalb  the  age, 
Receiv'd  with  joyful  murmurs  of  applaufe. 
Their  darling  ciiicf,  and  lin'd  his  fav'rite  caufe. 

Far  be  it  from  the  candid  Mufe  to  tread 
Infulting  o'er  the  albes  of  the  dead. 
But,  juft  to  living  merit,  fhe  maintains. 
And  dares  die  teft,  whilft  Garrick's  genius  reigns  ; 

Ancients 
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Ancients  in  vain  endeavour  to  excel. 
Happily  prais'd,  if  they  could  ad  as  weV.. 
Eat  though  prefcriptlon's  force  we  difaliovv. 
Nor  to  antiquity  fubmiffive  bow  ; 

>ough  we  deny  imaginary  grace, 
.    unded  on  accidents  of  time  and  place  ; 
t  real  worth  of  ev'ry  growth  fhall  bear 
1:?  praife,  nor  mull  we,  Qnin,  forget  thee  there. 

Kis  words  bore  fterling  weight,  nervous  and  ftrong 
T'l  manly  tides  of  fenfc  they  roll'd  along. 
i^'  ppy  in  art,  he  chiefly  had  pretence 

^  keep  up  numbers,  yet  rot  forfeit  fenfe. 

1  aftor  ever  greater  heights  could  reach 
i  1  all  the  labour'd  artifice  of  fceech. 

Speech  !  Is  that  all  ? — Arid  fhall  an  a£lor  found 

1  univerlal  fame  on  partial  ground  ? 
.  ..rots  themfelves  fpeak  properly  by  rote, 
Ani,  in  fix  months,  my  dog  fhall  howl  by  note. 
1  Liugh  at  thofe,  who,- when  the  ftageth;y  tread, 

"gieft  the  heart,  to  compliment  the  head  ; 

-h  ftrifl  prooriety  their  care's  confin'd 
^  0  weigh  out  words,  while  pafTion  halts  behind. 
To  fyllable-difTeftors  they  ajpeai, 
^.llow.  them  accent,  cadence, — fools  may  feel; 
j:ut,  fpite  cf  all  the  criticifing  elves, 
J  r.ofe  who  would  make  us  feel,  mull:  feel  themfelves. 

His  eyes,  in  gloomy  focket  taught  to  roll,. 
Proclaim'd  the  fullen  habit  of  his  foul. 
Heavy  and  phlegmatic  he  trod  the  flage,. 
Too  proud  for  tendernefs,  tco  dull  for  rage. 

D  2  When 
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Where  is  the  dread  prophetic  heat. 
With  which  my  bofom  wont  to  beat  ? 
Where  all  the  bright  myfterious  dreams 
Of  haunted  groves  and  tuneful  ftrearas. 
That  woo'd  my  genius  to  divineft  themes  ? 

II. 

Say,  goddefs,  can  the  feftal  board. 
Or  young  Olympia's  form  ador'd  ; 
Say,  can  the  pomp  of  promis'd  fame 
Relume  thy  faint,  thy  dying  flame  ? 
Or  have  melodious  airs  the  power 
To  give  one  free,  poetic  hour  ? 
Or,  from  amid  the  Elyfian  train. 
The  foul  of  Milton  fhall  I  gain. 
To  win  thee  back  with  fome  celefliial  ftrain  ? 

III. 

0  powerful  ftrain,  O  facred  foul! 
His  numbers  every  fenfe  controul : 
And  now  again  my  bofom  burns; 
The  Mufe,  the  Mufe  herfelf,  returns. 
Such  on  the  banks  of  Tyne,  confefs'd, 

1  hail'd  the  fair  immortal  gueft. 
When  firft  fhe  feai'd  me  for  her  own. 
Made  all  her  blifsful  treafures  known. 

And  bade  me  fwear  to  follow  Her  alone. 


ODE 
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ODE    xr. 

ON  LOVE. 

TO      A      FRIEND. 
I. 

O,  foolini  youth — To  virtuous  fame 
If  now  thy  early  hopes  be  vow'd. 
If  true  ambition's  nobler  flame 
Command  thy  footlleps  from  the  croud. 
Lean  not  to  Love's  inchanting  fnare ; 
His  fongs,  his  words,  his  looks  beware. 
Nor  join  his  votaries,  the  young  and  fair, 

n. 

By  thought,  by  dangers,  and  by  toils. 

The  wreath  of  juft  renown  is  worn ; 

Nor  will  ambition's  awful  fpoils 

The  flowery  pomp  of  eafe  adorn  : 

But  love  unbends  the  force  of  thought ; 

By  love  unmanly  fears  are  taught ; 
And  love's  rev/ard  with  gaudy  floth  is  bought, 
IIL 

Yet  thou  haft  read  in  tuneful  lays. 

And  heard  from  many  a  zealous  breaft. 

The  pleafing  tale  of  Beauty's  pralfe 

In  Wifdom's  lofty  language  drefs'dj 

Of  Beauty  powerful  to  impart 

Each  finer  fenfe,  each  comelier  art. 
And  foothe  and  uolifli  man's  ungentle  heart, 

D  3  VL  If 
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Laft  Garrick  came. — Behind  him  throng  a  train 
Of  faarling  critics,  ignorant  as  vain. 

One  finds  out, — "  He's  of  ftature  fomewhat  low, — 
*'   Your  Hero  ahvays  ftiould  be  tall,  you  know. — 
"  True  nat'ral  greatnefs  all  confifts  in  height." 
Produce  ycur  voucher.  Critic. — "  Sergeant  Kite." 

Another  can't  forgive  the  paltry  arts 
By  which  he  makes  his  way  to  ihallow  hearts ; 
Mere  pieces  of  fineile,  traps  for  applaufe  — 
"  Avaunt,  unnat'ral  ftart,  affeded  paufe." 

For  me,  by  Nature  form'd  to  judge  with  phlegm, 
J  can't  acquit  by  wholefale,  nor  condemn. 
The  bell  things  carried  to  excefs  are  wrong  : 
The  ftart  may  be  too  frequent,  paufe  too  long  ^ 
But,  only  us'd  in  proper  time  and  place, 
Severeft  judgment  muft  allow  them  grace. 

If  bunglers,  form'd  on  imitation's  plan, 
jult  in -the  way  that  monkies  mimic  man. 
Their  copied  fcene  with  mangled  arts  difgrace. 
And  paufe  and  ftart  with  the  fame  vacant  face ; 
We  join  the  critic  laugh  ;  thofe  tricks  we  fcorn. 
Which  fpoil  .the  fcenes  they  mean  them  to  adorn. 
Eut  when,  from  Nature's  pure  and  genuine  fource, 
Theie  iirokes  ofafling  flow  with  gen'rous  force. 
When  in  the  features  all  the  foul's  pourtray'd. 
And  pafiions,  fuch  as  Garrick'sj  are  difplay'd. 
To  me  they  feem  from  quickeft  feelings  caught : 
Each  ftart  is  Nature  ;  and  each  paufe  is  Thought, 

When  reafon  yields  to  paffion's  wild  alarms. 
And  the  whole  ftate  of  man  is  up  in  arms ; 

Vv^hat 
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Vv'hat  but  a  Critic  could  condemn  the  Play'r, 
For  paufing  here,  when  Cool  Senfe  paufes  there  ? 
Vv'liilft,  working  from  the  heart,   the  fire  I  trace. 
And   mark  it  ftrongly  flaming  to  the  face  ; 
Vv'hilft,  in  each  found,  I  hear  the  very  man  ; 
1  can't  catch  words,  and  pity  thofe  who  can. 

Let  wits,  like  fpiders,  from  the  tortur'd  brain 
Fine-draw  the  critic-web  with  curious  pain; 
The  gods,-  a  kindnefs  I  with  thanks  muft  pay,— 
Have  form'd  me  of  a  coarfer  kind  of  clay  ; 
Nor  llung  with  envy,  nor  with  fplcen  difeas'd, 
A  poor  dull  creature,  fall  with  Nature  pleas'd ; 
I  i'ence  to  thy  praifes,  Garrick,  I  agree, 
-I'd,  pleas'd  with  Nature,  muft  be  pleas'd  with  thee. 
i'<ow  might  I  tell,  how  filence  reign'd  throughout, 
J  deep  attention  hufli'd  the  rabble  rout : 
'.V  ev'ry  claimant,  tortur'd  with  defire, 
IS  pale  as  alhes,  or  as  red  as  fire  : 
..  :r,  locfe  to  fame,  the  IVIufe  more  fimply  adls, 
/'.jeLts  all  flouriih,  and  j-elates  mere  fafts. 
1  "he  judges,  as  the  feveral  parties  came, 
■\\  i'th  temper  heard,  withjudgment  weigh'd  each  claim, 
/ii;d,  in  their  fentence  happily  agreed, 
Ir  name  of  both.  Great  Shakefpeare  thus  decreed. 

"  li  manly  fsnfe  ;  if  Nature  link'd  vs'ich  Art ; 
"   li'  thorough  knowledge  of  the  human  heart; 
•-   If  pow'rs  of  a£ting  vaft  and  unconfin'd  ; 
■•   if  ieweit  faults  with  greateft  beauties  join'd  ; 

D  4  "  J^ 
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**  If  ftrong  expreffion,  and  ftrange  pow'rs  which  lie 

*'  Within  the  magic  circle  of  the  eye ; 

"  If  feelings  which  few  hearts,  like  his,  can  know, 

*'   And  which  no  face  fo  well  as  his  can  fhew ; 

"  Deferve  the  pref'rence  ; — Garrick,  take  the  chair  j 

**  Nor  quit  it— till  thou  place  an  equal  there." 


T  H  E 
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THE 

APOLOGY. 

ADDRESSED      TO      THE 

CRITICAL     REVIEWERS. 

A  U  G  H  S  not  the  heart,  when  giants,  big  with 
pride, 

Affume  the  pompous  port,  the  martial  ftride  ; 
O'er  arm  Herculean  heave  th'  enormous  iliield, 
Vaft  as  a  weaver's  beam  the  javelin  wield  ; 
With  the  loud  voice  of  thund'ring  Jove  defy. 
And  dare  to  fmgle  combat— What? — A  fly. 

And  laugh  we  lefs,  when  giant-names,  which  (hine 
Eflablifli'd,  as  it  were,  by  right  di-uine  ; 
Critics,  whom  ev'ry  captive  Art  adores. 
To  whom  glad  Science  pours  forth  all  her  ftores  ; 
^^■'ho  high  in  letter'd  reputation  fit, 
'^-nd  hold,  Aftrjea-hke,  th;  fcales  of  wit; 
With  partial  rage  rufh  forth,_Oh  !   fhame  to  tell  ! 
"Fo  crufa  a  bard  juft  burfiing  from  the  fhell  ? 

Great  are  his  perils  in  this  llormy  time 
Who  raflily  ventures  on  a  fea  of  rime. 
Around  vail  furges  roll,  winds  envious  blow. 
And  jealous  rocks  and  quickfands  lurk  below  : 

Greatly 
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Greatly  his  foes  he  dreads,  but  more  his  friends; 
He  hurts  me  mofl:  who  lavifhly  commends. 

Look  thro'  the  world — ^in  ev'ry  other  trade 
The  fame  employment's  caufe  of  kindnefs  made. 
At  leaft  appearance  of  good-will  creates. 
And  e\''ry  fool  pufrs  off  the  fool  he  hates.    • 
Coblers  with  coblers  fmoke  away  the  night. 
And  in  the  com.mon  caufe  e'en  play'rs  unite. 
Authors  alone,  with  m^ore  than  favage  rage, 
Unnat'ral  war  with  brother-autliors  wage. 
The  pride  of  nature  would  as  foon  admit 
Competitors  in  empire  as  in  wit  : 
Onward  they  rufn  at  Fame's  imperious  call, 
And,  lefs  than  greateft,  would  net  be  at  all. 

Smit  \vith  the  love  of  honour, — or  the  pence, 
O'er-run  with  wit,  and  defUtute  of  fenfe. 
Should  any  novice  in  the  riming  trade 
With  lawlefs  pen  the  realms  of  verfe  invade  ; 
Forth  from  the  court,  v/here  fceptred  fages  fit, 
Abus'd  with  praife,,  and  fiatter'd  into  wit ; 
Where  in  lethargic  majelly  they  rcigr. 
And  what  they  won  by  dullnefs,  ftili  maintain; 
Legions  of  fadicus  authors  throng  at  once  j 
Fool  beckons  fool,  and  dunce  awakens  dusc-?. 
To  Hamilton's  *  the  ready  lies  repair  ; — 
Ne'er  was  lye  made  which  was  not  v/elcomie  thcr-e— 
Thence,  on  maturer  judgment's  anvil  wrouglit. 
The  polifla'd  fallhocd's  into  public  brought. 

*  Printer  of  the  Critical  Review, 

Quick- 
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Qiiick-circulating  flanders  mirth  afFord, 
And  reputation  bleeds  in  ev'ry  word. 

A  Critic  was  of  old  a  glorious  name, 
Whofe  fandion  handed  Merit  up  to  Fame  ; 
Beauties  as  well  as  faults  he  brought  to  view  : 
His  judgment  great,  and  great  his  candour  too. 
No  iervile  rules  drew  fickly  Tafte  afide  ; 
Secure  he  walk'd,  for  Nature  was  his  guide. 
But  now,  Oh  llrange  reverfe  !  our  Critics  bawl 
In  praife  of  candour  with  a  heart  of  gall. 
Conliious  of  guilt,  and  fearful  of  the  light. 
They  lurk  enfhrcuded  in  the  veil  of  night ; 
Safe  from  detefticn,  feize  th'  unwary  prey. 
And  ftab,  like  bravoes,  all  who  come  that  way. 

When  firil  my  Mufe,  perhaps  more  bold  than  wife. 
Bad  the  rude  trifle  into  light  arife. 
Little  fhe  thought  fuch  tempefts  would  enfue  ; 
Lefs,  that  tJiofe  tempefts  v/ould  be  rais'd  by  you. 
The  thunder's  fury  rends  the  tovv'ring  oak  ; 
Rofciads,  like  fnrubs,  might  'fcape  the  fatal  ftrokc. 
A^ain  thought  !  a  Critic's  frry  knows  no  bound  ; 
Drawcanfir-like,  he  deals  deftruftion  round ; 
Nor  can  we  hope  he  will  a  ftranger  fpare. 
Who  gives  no  quarter  to  his  friend  Voltaire. 

Unhappy  Genius  1  plac'd  by  partial  fate 
With  a  free  fpirit  in  a  flavilh  ftate  ; 
Where  the  reludlant  Mufe,  opprefs'd  by  kings. 
Or  droops  in  filence,  or  in  fetters  fings  ; 
In  vain  thy  dauntlefs  fortitude  hath  borne 
The  bigot's  furious  zeal,  and  tyrant's  fcorn. 

Why 
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Why  didft  thou  fafe  from  home-bred  dangers  fteer, 

Referv'd  to  perifli  more  ignobly  here  ? 

Thus,  when  the  Julian  tyrant's  pride  to  fwell 

Rome  with  her  Pompey  at  Pharfalia  fell. 

The  vanquifn'd  chief  efcap'd  from  Csfar's  hand 

To  die  by  ruffians  in  a  foreign  land. 

How  could  thefe  felf-elefted  monarchs  raife 
So  large  an  empire  on  fo  fmall  a  bafe  ? 
In  what  retreat,  inglorious  and  unknown. 
Did  Genius  fleep,  when  Dullnefs  feiz'd  the  throne  ? 
Whence,  abfolute  now  growrt,  and  free  from  awe. 
She  to  the  fubjeft  world  difpenfes  law. 
"Without  her  licence  not  a  letter  llirs. 
And  all  the  captive  crifs-crofs-row  is  her's. 
The  Stagyrite,  who  rules  from  Nature  drew. 
Opinions  gave,  but  gave  his  reafons  too. 
Our  great  Didators  take  a  Ihorter  way— 
Who  Ihall  difpute  what  the  Reviewers  fay  ? 
Their  word's  fufficient ;  and  to  afli  a  reafon. 
In  fuch  a  ftate  as  thelrf,  is  downright  treafon. 
True  judgment  new  with  them  alone  can  dwell  ; 
Like  Church  of  Rome,  they're  grown  infallible. 
Dull  fuperftitious  readers  they  deceive. 
Who  pin  their  eafy  fliith  on  Critic's  fleeve. 
And,  knowing  nothing,  ev'ry  thing  believe  ! 
But  why  repine  we,  that  thefe  puny  elves 
Shoot  into  giants  ? — We  m.ay  thank  ourfelves  ; 
Fools  that  we  are,  like  Ifrael's  fools  of  yore. 
The  calf  ourfelves  have  fafbion'd  we  Adore. 


Bat 
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But  let  true  Rcafon  once  refume  her  reign. 
This  God  fhall  dwindle  to  a  Calf  again. 

Founded  on  arts  which  fhun  the  face  of  day,. 
By  the  fame  arts  they  ftill  maintain  their  fway. 
Wrapp'd  in  myfterious  fecrecy  they  rife. 
And,  as  they  are  unknown,  are  fafe  and  wife. 
At  whomfoever  aim'd,  howe'er  fevere 
Th'  envenom'd  flander  flies,  no  names  appear. 

Prudence  forbids  that  ftep Then  all  might  knott/- 

And  on  more  equal  terms  engage  the  foe. 
But  now,  what  Quixote  of  the  age  would  care 
To  wage  a  war  with  dirt,  and  fight  with  air  ? 

By  int'rell  join'd,  th'  expert  confederates  Hand, 
And  play  the  game  into  each  other's  hand. 
The  vile  abufe,  in  turn  by  all  deny'd. 
Is  bandy'd  up  and  down  from  fide  to  fide : 
Jt  files — hey  ! — prefto  !  — like  a  juggler's  ball, 
'Till  it  belongs  to  nobody  at  all. 

All  men  and  things  they  know;  themfelves  unknowiT, 
And  publifli  ev'ryname — except  their  own. 
Nor  think  this  llrange — fecure  from  vulgar  eyes 
The  namelefs  author  paffes  in  difguife. 
But  vet'ran  Critics  are  not  fo  deceiv'd. 
If  vet'ran  Critics  are  to  be  believ'd. 
Once  feen,  they  know  an  author  evermore. 
Nay*  fwear  to  hands  they  never  faw  before. 
Thus  in  the  Rofciad,  beyond  chance  or  doubt. 
They,  by  tlie  writing,  found  the  writers  out. 
"  That's  Lloyd's  —his  manner  there  you  plainly  trace, 
''  And  all  the  Ailor  ilares  you  in  the  face. 

"  By 
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"  By  Colman  that  was  written. — On  my  life, 
<'  The  ftrcngelt  fymptoms  of  the  Jealous  Wife. 
"  That  little  difingenuous  piece  of  fpite, 
**  Churchill,  a  wretch  unknown,  perhaps  might  write." 
How  doth  it  make  judicious  readers  fmile. 
When  authors  are  detedted  by  their  ftiie  : 
Tho'  ev'ry  one  who  knows  this  author,  knows 
He  fnifts  his  ftile  much  oft'ner  than  his  cioaths  .? 
Whence  could  arife  this  mighty  critic  fpleen. 
The  Mufe  a  trifler,  and  her  theme  fo  mean  ? 
What  had  I  done,  that  angry  Pleav'n  fiiould  fend 
The  bitt'reft  foe  where  moil:  I  wiili'd  a  friend  ? 
Oft.  hath  my  tongue  been  v,^anton  at  thy  name. 
And  hail'd  the  honours  of  thy  matchlefs  fame. 
For  me  let  hoary  Fielding  bite  the  ground. 
So  nobler  Pickle  Hands  fuperbly  bound. 
From  Livy's  temples  tear  th'  hiftcric  crown. 
Which  with  more  juilice  blooms  upon  thine  own. 

'Compar'd  with  thee,  be  all  life-writers  dum.b. 
But  he  who  wrote  tiie  Life  of   lomray  Thumb. 
Who  ever  read  the  Regicide,  but  fwore 
The  author  wrote  as  man  ne'er  wrote  before  ? 
Others  for  plots  and  under-plots  may  call. 
Here's  the  right  method — have  no  plot  at  all. 
Who  can  Co  often  in  his  caufe  engage 
The  tiny  pathos  of  the  Grecian  ftage, 

Whilft  horrors  rife,  and  tears  fpontaneous  flow. 
At  tragic  Ha  !  and  no  lefs  tragic  Oh  ! 

■  To  praife  his  nervous  weaknefs  ail  agree  ; 
And  then  for  fweetnefs,  who  fo  fweet  as  he  ! 

Too 
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Too  big  for  utterance  when  fcrrcvvs  fwell. 
The  too  big  forrows  flowing  tears  muft  tell : 
But  when  thofe  flowing  tears  Ihall  ceafe  to  flow. 
Why — then  the  voice  mull  fpeak  again,  you  know. 

Rude  and  unfkilful  in  the  Poet's  trade, 
I  kept  no  Naiads  by  me  ready-made  ; 
Ne'er  did  I  colours  high  in  air  advance. 
Torn  from  the  bleeding  fopperies  of  France  ; 
No  flimfy  linfey-vvoolfey  fcenes  I  wrote. 
With  patches  here  and  there  like  Jofeph's  coat» 
Me  humbler  themes  befit :  Secure,  for  me. 
Let  playwrights  fmuggle  nonfenfe,  duty  free  : 
Secure,  for  mc,  ye  lambs,  ye  lanrbliins  bound. 
And  frifk,  and  frolic  o'er  the  fairy  ground : 
Secure,  for  me,  thou  pretty  little  fawn. 
Lick  Sylvia's  hand,  and  crop  the  fiow'ry  lawn  : 
Uncenfur'd  let  the  gentle  breezes  rove 
Thro'  the  green  umbrage  of  th'  enchanted  grove  : 
Secure,  for  me,  let  foppifli  Nature  fmile. 
And  play  the  coxcomb  in  the  Defart  Ifle. 

The  ftage  I  chofe — a  fubjeft  fair  and  free— 
'Tis  yours — 'lis  mine — 'tis  public  property. 
A,ll  common  exhibitions  open  lie 
For  praile  or  cenfare  to  the  common  eye. 
Hence  are  a  thoufand  hackney  writers  fed ; 
Hence  monthly  critics  earn  their  daily  bread. 
This  is  a  gen'ral  tax  which  all  muft  pay. 
From  thofe  who  fcribble,  down  to  thofe  v/ho  play. 
Aflors,  a  venal  crew,  receive   fupport 
From  public  bounty,  for  the  public  fport. 

To 


4?  CHURCHILL'S     POEMS. 

To  clap  or  hifs,  all  have  an  equal  claim. 

The  cobler's  and  his  lordfhip's  right  the  fame. 

All  join  for  their  fubfiftence  j  all  expeft 

Free  leave  to  praife  their  worth,  their  faults  correft^ 

When  aftive  Pickle  Smithfield  ftage  afcends. 

The  three  days  Vvonder  of  his  laughing  friends  ; 

Each,  or  as  judgment,  or  as  fancy  guides. 

The  lively  witling  praifes  or  derides.. 

And  where's  the  mighty  dift''rence,  tell  me  where. 

Betwixt  a  Merry- Andrew  and  a  Player  ? 

The  Iirolling  tribe,  a  defpicable  race. 
Like  wand'ring  Arabs,  Ihift  from  place  to  place- 
Vagrants  by  law,  to  juftice  open  laid. 
They  tremble,  of  the  beadle's  lafli  afraid. 
And  fawning  cringe,  for  wretched  means  of  life. 
To  Madam  Mayorefs,  or  his  Worlhip's  wife. 

The  mighty  monarch,  in  theatric  fack. 
Carries  his  whole  regalia  at  his  back  ; 
His  royal  confort  heads  the  female  band, 
And  leads  the  heir-apparent  in  her  hand  ; 
The  pannier'd  afs  creeps  on  v/ith  confcious  pride. 
Bearing  a  future  prince  on  either  fide. 
No  choice  mufxians  in  this  troop  are  found 
To  varnifli  nonfenfe  v/ith  the  charms  of  found  ; 
No  fvvords,  no  daggers,  not  one  poifon'd  bowlj 
No  lightning  flaihes  here,  r-o  thunders  roll ; 
No  guards  to  fwell  the  monarch's  train  are  fhsvvn ; 
The  monarch  here  muil  be  a  hoil:  alons. 
No  folemn  pomp,  no  flow  procellions  here  ; 
No  Ammon's  entryj  and  no  Juliet's  bier. 

By 
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By  need  compell'd  to  prollitute  his  art. 
The  Aaried  adlor  flies  from  part  to  part ; 
And,  foange  difgrace  to  all  theatric  pride  ! 
His  charafter  is  ihifted  with  his  fide. 
Quellion  and  Anfwer  he  by  turns  muft  be. 
Like  that  fmall  wit*  in  Modern  Tragedy  ; 
Who,  to  patch  up  his  fame,— or  fill  his  purfe,— 
Still  pilfers  wretched  plans,  and  makes  them  worfe  ; 
Like  gipfies,  left  the  ftolen  brat  be  known. 
Defacing  firit,  then  claiming  for  his  own. 
In  Ihabby  llate  they  fcrut,  and  tattev'd  robe  ; 
The  fcene  a  blanket,  and  a  barn  the  globe. 
No  high  conceits  their  mod'rate  wifhes  raife,- 
Content  with  humble  profit,  humble  praife. 
Let  dowdies  fimper,  and  let  bumpkins  fcare. 
The  ilrollir.g  pagear.t  hero  treads  in  air  : 
Pleas'd  for  his  hour,  he  to  mankind  gives  lav/. 
And  fnores  the  next  out  on  a  trufs  of  ftraw. 

But  if  kind:  Fortune,  who  we  fometimes  know 
Can  take  a  hero  from  a  pnppet-lhow. 
In  mood  propidous  ihould  her  fav'rite  cull 
On  royal  fiage  in  royal  pomp  to  bawl, 
Forgetful  of  himfelf  he  rears  the  head. 
And  fcorns  the  dunghill  where  he  firft  was  bred. 
Coiiverfing  now  witli  well-drefs'd  kings  and  queens. 
With  gods  and  goddcfles  behind  the  icenes. 
He  fweats  beneath  the  terror-nodding  plume. 
Taught  by  mock  honours  real  pride  t'  allume. 

*  M:.  Foote. 
Vol.  LXVI.  E  Oj» 
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On  this  great  ftage  the  world,  no  monarch  e'er 
Was  half  fo  haughty  as  a  monarch  play'r. 

Doth  it  more  move  our  anger  or  our  mirth. 
To  fee  thefe  Things,  the  loweil:  fons  of  earth, 
Prefume,  with  felf-fufficient  knowledge  grac'd. 
To  rule  in  Letters,  and  prefide  in  Talk  ? 
The  Town's  decifions  they  no  more  admit, 
Themfelves  alone  the  arbiters  of  Wit ; 
And  fcorn  the  jurifdiftion  of  that  court. 
To  which  they  owe  their  being  and  fupport. 
Aftors,  like  monks  of  old,  now  facrcd  grown, 
Muft  be  attack'd  by-no  fools  but  their  own. 
Let  the  vain  tyrant  fit  amidll  his  guards. 
His  puny  Gretx-room^^'its  and  Venal  Bards, 
Who  meanly  tremble  at  the  puppet's  frown. 
And  for  a  playhoufe  freedom  lofe  their  own  ; 
In  fpite  of  new-made  laws,  and  new-made  kings. 
The  free-born  Mufe  with  lib'ral  fpirlt  fmgs. 
P)0W  down,  ye  flaves ;  before  thefe  idols  fall ; 
Let  Genius  itoop  to  them  who've  none  at  all ; 
Ne'er  will  I  flatter,  cringe,  or  bend  the  knee 
To  thofe  who,  flaves  to  All,  are  flaves  to  Me. 

Adtors,  as  a&ors,  are  a  lawful  game  ; 
']  he  poet's  right,  and  who  Ihall  bar  his  claim  ? 
And  if,  o'er-weening  of  their  little  fidll. 
When  they  have  left  the  flage,  they're  adlors  Hill  j 
If  to  the  fubject  world  they  flill  give  laws. 
With  paper  crowns,  and  fceptrcs  made  of  ftraws  ; 
If  they  in  cellar  or  in  garret  roar. 
And  kings  one  night,  are  kings  for  evermore  ; 

Shall 
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Sliall  not  bold  Truth,  e'en  there,  purfue  her  theme^ 

And  'wake  the  coxcomb  from  his  golden  dream  ? 

Or  if,  v.'eil  worthy  of  a  better  fate. 

They  rife  fuperior  to  their  prefent  ilate  ; 

If,  with  each  fecial  virtue  grac'd,  they  blend  ' 

The  gay  companion  and  the  faithful  friend  ; 

If  they,  like  Pritchard,  join  in  private  life 

The  tender  parent  and  the  virtuous  wife  ; 

Shall  not  our  verfe  their  praife  with  pleafure  fpeak. 

Though  mimics  bark,  and  Envy  fpiits  her  cheek  i 

No  honeft  worth's  beneath  the  Mufe's  praife ; 

No  greatriefs  can  above  her  cenfure  raife  ; 

Station  and  wealth  to  her  are  trifling  things  j 

She  ftoops  to  a<Stors,  and  ilie  foars  to  kings. 

Is  there  a  man,  in  vice  and  folly  bred. 
To  fenfe  of  honour  as  .to  virtue  dead  ; 
Whom  ties  nor  human,  nor  divine,  can  bind  .; 
Alien  to  God,  and  foe  to  all  mankind  ; 
Who  fpares  no  charafter  ;  whofe  ey'ry  word, 
Eitter  as  gall,  and  iharper  than  the  fword, 
Cuts  to  the  quick  ;  whofe.  thoughts  with  rancour  f.vfU; 
Whofe  tongue,  on  earth,  performs  the  work  cf  hell  ; 
If  there  be  fuch  a  moniler,  the  Reviews 
Shall  find  him  holding  forth  againft  abufe. 
"  Attack  prcfcffion  ! — 'tis  a  deadly  breach  !  — 
"  The  Chriftian  laws  another  leflbn  teach  :— 
•'  Unto  the  end  lliall  charity  endure, 
"  And  Candour  hide  thofe  foults  it  cannot  cure.'!- 
Thus  Candour's  maxims  fiow  from.Rancour's  thrcar, 
As  devils,  to  ferve  their  purpofej  Scripture  quote. 
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The  Mufe's  office  was  by  Heav'n  defign'd 
To  pleafe,  improve,  inftrudl,  reform  mankind  ; 
To  make  dejsded  Virtue  nobly  rife 
Above  the  tow'ring  pitch  of  fplendid  Vice ; 
To  make  pale  Vice,  abafh'd,  her  head  hang  down^ 
And  trembling  crouch  at  Virtue's  awful  frown. 
Now  arm'd  with  wrath,  ihe  bids  eternal  fiiame. 
With  fl;ri>ft:eri;  juflice,  brand  the  villain's  name  : 
Now  in  the  milder  garb  of  ridicule 
She  fports,  and  pleafes  v/hile  fhe  Vk-ounds  the  fool.. 
Her  fhape  is  often  varied  ;  but  her  aim. 
To  prop  the  caufe  of  Virtue,  frill  tlie  fame. 
In  praifc  of  mercy  let  the  guilty  bawl, 
W^hen  Vice  and  Folly  for  correction  call. 
Silence  the  mark  of  weaknefs  juflly  bears. 
And  is  partaker  of  the  crimes  it  fpares. 

But  if  the  Mufe,  too  cruel  in  her  mirth. 
With  harili  refledions  wounds  the  man  of  worth ; 
If  wantonly  fhe  deviates  from  her  plan. 
And  quits  the  Aftor  to  expofe  the  Man  ; 
Afliam'd,  ilie  marks  that  pafTage  with  a  blot. 
And  hates  the  line  where  Candour  was  forgot. 

But  what  is  Candour,  what  is  Humour's  vein, 
Tho'  Judgment  join  to  confecrate  the  llrain. 
If  curious  numbers  will  not  aid  afFord, 
Nor  choiceil  muiic  play  in  ev'ry  word  ? 
\  erfes  muil  run,  to  charm  a  modern  ear. 
From  all  harfh,  rugged  interruptions  clear. 
Soft  let  them  breathe,  as  Zephyr's  bahny  breeze  ; 
t-mooth  let  their  current  flov/,  as  iunimer  leas ; 

Perfca 
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Perfedt  then  only  deem'd  when  they  difpenfc 
A  happy  tunefui  vacancy  of  fenfe. 
Italian  fathers  thus,  with  barb'rous  rage. 
Fit  helplefs  infants  for  the  fqueaking  ftage  ; 
Deaf  to  the  calls  of  pity.  Nature  wound. 
And  mangle  vigour  for  the  fake  of  found. 
Henceforth  farewell  then  fev'rifh  thirft  of  fame  ; 
Farewell  the  longings  for  a  poet's  name ; 
Perifh  my  Mufe  ;— a  wiih  'bove  all  fevere 
To  him  who  ever  held  the  Mufes  dear— 
If  e'er  her  labours  weaken  to  refine 
The  gen'rous  roug'mefs  of  a  nervous  line. 

Others  afted  the  ftifF  and  fwelling  phrafe  ; 
Their  Mufe  mull  walk  in  ftilts,  and  llrat  in  ftays : 
The  fenfe  they  murder,  and  the  words  tranfpofe. 
Left  poetry  approach  too  near  to  profe. 
See  tortur'd  Reafon  how  they  pare  and  trim, 
And,  like  Procruiles,  ftretch,  or  lop  the  limb. 

Waller,  vs'hofe  praife  fucceeding  bards  rehearfe. 
Parent  of  harmony  in  hnglifn  verfe. 
Whole  tuneful  Mufe  in  fweeteft  accents  flows. 
In  couplets  iirft  taught  ftraggling  ienfe  to  cicfe. 

hi  puiilh'd  numbers,  and  majellic  found. 
Where  fnail  thy  rival.  Pope,  be  ever  found  ? 
But  whilil  each  line  with  equal  beauty  flows. 
E'en  excellence',  unvaried,  tedious  grov.'s. 
Nature,  thro'  all  her  works,  in  great  degree. 
Borrows  a  bleffing  from  Variety. 
Mufic  iifelf  h'.r  needful  aid  requires 
To  rouze  the  foul,  and  wake  our  dying  fires. 

£-.3  Still 
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Still  in  one  key,  the  Nightingale  would  teize  : 
Still  in  one  key,  not  Brent  would  always  pleafe. 

Here  let  me  bend,  great  Dryden,  at  thy  ftirine. 
Thou  deareft  name  to  all  the  tuneful  Nine. 
What  if  fome  dull  lines  in  cold  order  creep. 
And  with  his  theme  the  poet  ieems  to  fleep. 
Still,  when. his  iubjedl  nfcs  proud  to  view. 
With  equal  feength  the  poet  rifes  too. 
With  ftrong  invention,  nebleft  vigour  fraught. 
Thought  ftill  ipriogs  up  and  rifes  out  of  thought:; 
Numbers  eniobling  numbsrvs  in  their  courfe  ; 
In  varied  fvveetnefs  flow,  in  varied  force ; 
The  pow'rs  of  Genius  and  of  Judgment  join. 
And  the  whole  Art  of  Poetry  is  thine. 

But  what  are  numbers,  what  are  bards  to  me, 
.  Forbid  to  tread  the  paths  of  poef)^  t 
"   A  facred  Mufeihould  confecratc  her  pen  ; 
*•'  Priells  mull  not  hear  nor  fee  like  other  men  ; 
*'  Far  higher  themes  fliouid  her  ambition  claim  ; 
*'  Behold  where  Stenihold  points  the  way  to  fame.'' 

Whilil  with  .miilaken  zeal  dull  bigots  burn. 
Let  Reafon  for  a  moment  t:ike  her  turn. 
-When  coftee-fages  hold  difcourfe  with  kings. 
And  blindly  walk  in  paper  leading-ftrings. 
What  if  a  man  delight  to  pafs  his  time 
jn  fpinning  Reafon  into  liarmlcl's  rime; 
Or  fometimes  boldly. venture  to  the  play  ! 
Say,  Where's  the  crime  ? — great  Man  of  Prudence,  fay? 
No  two  on  earth  in  all  things  can  agree  ; 
All  have  fomc  darling  fingularity  ; 

Womei^ 
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Women  and  men,  as  well  as  girls  and  boys. 
In  gew-gaws  take  delight,  and  figh  for  toys. 
Your  fceptres,  and  your  crowns,  and  fuch  like  things. 
Are  but  a  better  kind  of  toys  for  kings. 
In  things  indifF'rent  Reafon  bids  us  chufe. 
Whether  the  whim's  a  Monkey,  or  a  Mufe. 
What  the  grave  triflers  on  this  bufy  fcene. 
When  they  make  ufe  of  this  word  Reafon,  mean, 
I  know  not ;  but,  according  to  my  plan, 
'Tis  Lord  Chief-Jullice  in  the  Court  of  Man, 
Equally  form'd  to  rule  in  age  or  youth. 
The  friend  of  Virtue,  and  the  guide  to  Truth. 
To  Her  1  bow,  whofe  facrcd  pow'r  I  feel ; 
To  Her  decifion  make  my  laft  appeal ; 
Condemn'd  by  Her,  applauding  worlds  in  vain 
Should  tempt  me  to  take  up  the  pen  again  : 
By  Her  abfolv'd,  my  courfe  I'll  Itill  purfue  : 
If  Reafon's  for  me.  Goo  is  for  me  too. 


NIGH  T. 
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'  HEN  foes  infult,  and  prudent  friends  difpenfe> 
In  pity's  Itrains,  the  worll  of  infolence. 
Oft  with  tliee,  Lloyd,  I  ileal  an  hoar  irom  grief. 
And  in  thy  focial  converfe  find  relief. 
The  mind,  of  folitude  impatient  grown. 
Loves  any  Ibrrows  rather  than  her  own. 

Let  Haves  to  bufmefs,  bodies  without  foul. 
Important  blanks  in  Nature's  mighty  roll. 
Solemnize  nonfenfe  in  the  day's  broad  glare. 
We  Night  prefer,  which  heals  or  hides  our  care. 

Rogues  juftified,  and  by  fuccefs  made  bold. 
Dull  fools  and  coxcombs  fandtilied  by  gold, 
freely  may  bafk  in  Fortune's  partial  ray, 
And  fpread  their  feathers  op'ning  to  the  day  ; 
But  thread-hare  Merit  dares  not.  ihew  the  head 
'Till  vain  Profperity  retires  to  bed. 
Misfortunes,  like  the  owl,  avoid  the  light  ; 
The  fens  of  Care  are  always  fons  of  Night. 

The  v/rc:tch  bred  up  in  Ivlethod's  drowiy  fchool, 
Wliofe  only  tceric  is  ta  sjt  by  rule, 

Wh© 
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"Who  ne'er  thro'  heat  of  blood  was  tripping  caught, 
Kor  guilty  deem'd  of  one  eccentric  thought, 
V.'hofe  foul  direfted  to  no  ufe  is  feen, 
Unlefs  to  move  the  body's  dull  machine. 
Which,  clock-work  like,  with  the  fame  equal  pace. 
Still  travels  on  thro'  life's  infipid  fpace  ; 
7'urns  up  his  eyes  to  think  that  there  fhculd  be 
.'\mong  God's  creatures  two  fuch  things  as  ^ve  : 
'riien  for  his  night-cap  calls,  and  thanks  the  povv're 
Which  kindly  gave  him  grace  to  keep  good  hot^rs . 

Good  hours — Fine  words  ! — But  was  it  ever  feen 
.!  liat  all  men  could  agree  in  what  they  mean  ? 
f  lorio,  who  many  years  a  courfe  hath  run 
In  downright  oppcfition  to  the  fun, 

pMiVitcs  on  good  hours,   their  caufe  defends 

ith  as  much  vigour  as  ovlv  prudent  friends. 
1  li'  uncertain  term  no  fettled  notion  brings, 
L'ut  ftill  in  diff'rent  mouths  means  diirrent  things, 
l.ach  takes  the  phrafe  in  his  own  private  view, 
\v  ith  Prudence  it  is  ten,  with  Florio  two. 
Co  on,  ye  fools,  who  talk  for  talking  fake, 
V  ithout  difHnguifliing  diHinftions  make, 
>'.ine  fort'h  in  native  ftlJy,  native  pride, 
'  \\kii  yourfelves  rules  to  all  the  world  befide  ; 

..fon,  collefted  in  herfl-lf,  difdains 
-  -:e  ilaviih  yoke  of  arbitrary  chains; 
.S'e-.dy  and  true,  each  circumfcance  fne  weighs-, 
I .  _r  to  bare  words  ixiglorious  tribute  pays. 
i\.en  of  fenfe  live  exempt  from  vulgar  awe, 
A:.d  Reafon  to  herftif  aic:ie  is  law. 

That 
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That  freedom  flie  enjoys  with  lib*ral  mind. 
Which  (he  as  freely  grants  to  all  mankind. 
No  idol  titled  name  her  rev'rence  ftirs. 
No  hour  fhe  blindly  to  the  reft  prefers  ; 
All  arealike,  if  they're  alike  employ'd. 
And  all  are  good  if  virtmi^Jly  enjoy'd. 

Let  the  fage  Do&or  (think  him  one  we  know) 
With  fcraps  of  ancient  learning  overflow, 
]n  all  the  dignity  of  'vjtg  declare 
The  fatal  confequence  of  midnight  air. 
How  damps  and  vapours,  as  it  were  by  ilealth. 
Undermine  life,  and  fap  the  walls  of  health. 
For  me  let  Galen  moulder  on  the  fhelf, 
J 'II  live,  and  be  phyfician  to  myfelf. 
While  foul  is  join'd  to  body,  whether  fate 
Allot  a  longer  or  a  fhorter  date  ; 
J  'II  make  them  live,  as  brother  fhould  with  brother. 
And  keep  them  in  good-humour  with  each  other. 

The  furefl:  road  to  health,  fay  what  they  will. 
Is  never  to  fiippofe  we  fh.ill  he  ill. 
JVioll:  of  thc>{e  evils  we  poor  mortals  know. 
From  dodlors  and  imagination  fiow. 
•Hence  to  old  women  with  your  boafted  rules. 
Stale  traps,  and  only  facred  now  to  fools ; 
As  well  may  fons  of  phyfic  hope  to  find 
One  med'cine,  as  one  hour,  for  all  mankind. 

If  Rupert  after  ten  is  out  of  bed. 
The  tool  next  morning- can't  hold  up  his  head. 
What  reafon  this  which  me  to  bed  muft  call, 
Whcfe  head  (thank  heaven)  never  aches  at  all  ? 

In 
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.In  diiF'rent  courfes  diff 'rent  tempers  run, 
.He  hates  tl>e  Moon,  I  iicken  at  the  Sun. 
Wound  up  at  twelve  at  noon,  his  clock  goes  right. 
Mine  better  goes,  wound  up  at  twelve  at  night. 

Then  in  Oblivion's  grateful  cup  I  drown 
The  galling  fneer,  the  fupercilious  frown, 
Tlie  ilrange  referve,  the  proud  afteded  llate 
Of  upllart  knaves  grown  rich,  and  fools  grown  great. 
.No  more  that  abjeft  wretch  difturbs  my  reft. 
Who  meanly  overlooks  a  friend  diftreft. 
.Purblind  to  poverty  the  worldling  goes. 
And  fcarce  fees  rags  an  inch  beyond  his  nofej 
Eut  from  a  croivd  can  fmgle  out  his  grace, 
j\nd  cringe  and  creep  to  fools  who  ftrut  in  lace. 

Whether  thofe  clafGc  regions  are  furvey'd 
Where  we  in  earlieil;  youth  together  ftray'd. 
Where  hand  in  hand  we  trod  the  fiow'rj  fhore, 
Tho'  now  thy  happier  genius  runs  before. 
When  we  confpir'd  a  thanklefs  wretch  to  raife. 
And  taught  a  ftutnp  to  ftioot  with  pilfer'd  praife. 
Who  once  for  Re^-v''rend  merit  famous  grov^n. 
Gratefully  ftrove  to  kick  his  Malier  down; 
Or  if  m_ore  ^en'ral  arguments  engage. 
The  court  or  cafnp,  the  pulpit,  bar  or  ftage  ; 
»lf  half-bred  furgsons,  whom  men  doftors  call. 
And  lawyers,  who  were  never  bred  at  all, 
'j^hofe  mighty  letter'd  monfters  of  the  earth. 
Our  pity  mo4"e,  or  exercife  our  mirth  ; 
Or  if  in  tittle-tattle,  tooth-pick  way, 
Our  rambling  thoughts  with  eafy  freedom  flray  ; 

A  gainer 
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A  gainer  ftill  thy  friend  himfelf  muft  find. 
His  grief  fufpended,  and  improv'd  his  mind. 

Whilll  peaceful  flumbers  blefs  the  homely  bed. 
Where  Virtue,  felf-approv'd,  reclines  her  head  ; 
Whilft  Vice  beneath  imagin'd  horrors  mourns. 
And  Confcience  plants  the  villain's  couch  with  thorns; 
Impatient  of  reltraint,  the  ,a6live  Mind, 
No  more  by  fervile  prejudice  confin'd. 
Leaps  from  her  feat,  as  vvaken'd  from  a  trance. 
And  darts  through  Nature  at  a  fingle  glance. 
Then  we  our  friends,  cur  foes,  ourfelves,  furvey. 
And  fee  by  Night  what  fools  we  are  by  Day. 

Stript  of  her  gaudy  plumes  and  vain  difguife. 
See  where  Ambition  mean  and  loathfome  lies  ; 
Reflection  with  relentlefs  hand  pulls  down 
The  tyrant's  bloody  wreath  and  ravifh'd  crown. 
In  vain  he  tells  of  battles  bravely  won. 
Of  nations  conquer'd,  and  of  worlds  undone  : 
Triumphs  like  thefe  but  ill  with  manhood  fuit. 
And  f:nk  the  conqueror  beneath  the  brute. 
Eut  if,  in  fearching  round  ths  world,  we  find 
Some  gen'rous  youth,  the  friend  of  all  mankind, 
Whofe  anger,  like  the  bolt  of  Jove,  is  fped 
In  terrors  only  at  the  guilty  head,     • 
V/hofe  mercies,  like  Heaven's  dew,  refrcfhlng  Hill 
In  gen'nil  love  and  charity  to  all, 
Pleas'd  we  behold  fuch  worth  on  any  throne. 
And  doubly  pleas'd  we  find  it  on  our-ov/n. 

Through  a  falfe  medium  things  are  fhewn  by  Day, 
Pomp^  vveahh,  and  titles,  judgment  lead  allray. 

How 
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How  many  from  appearance  borrow  ftate,. 
Whom  Night  difdains  to  number  with  the  Great ! 
Mull  not  we  laugh  to  i'ee  yon  Icrdling  proud 
Snuff  up  vile  incenfe  from  a  fawning  crowd  ? 
Whilft  in  his  beam  furrounding  clients  play. 
Like  infefts  in  the  fun's  enliv'ning  ray, 
Whilft,  Jehu-like,  he  drives  at  furious  rate,. 
And  feems  the  only  charioteer  of  ftate. 
Talking  himfelf  into  a  little  God, 
And  ruling  empires  with  a  fingle  nod ; 
Who  would  not  think,  to  hear  him  law  dilpenfe. 
That  he  had  int'reft,  and  that  they  had  fenfe  f 
Injurious  thought !   Beneath  Night's  honeft  Ihade,. 
When  pomp  is  buried  and  falfe  colours  fade. 
Plainly  we  fee  at  that  impartial  hour 
Them  dupes  to  pride,  and  him  the  tool  of  pow'r, 

God  help  the  man,  condemn'd  by  cruel  fate 
To  court  the  feeming,  or  the  real  great. 
Much  forrow  fhall  he  feel,  and  fufier  more 
Than  any  Have  v^ho  labours  at  the  oar. 
By  flaviih  methods  muft  he  learn  to  pleafe. 
By  fmooth-tongu'd  flatt'ry,  that  curft  ccurt-difeafef 
Supple  to  ev'ry  wayward  mood  lirike  fail. 
And  ihift  witji  Ihifting  humour's  peevifh  gale. 
To  Nature ^dead  he  mull:  adopt  vile  Art, 
And  wear  a  fmile,  with  anguilli  in  his  heart. 
A  fenfe  of  honour  would  deftroy  his  fchemes. 
And  Confcience  ne'er  muft  fpeak  unlefs  in  dreams. 
When  he  hatli  tamely  borne  for  many  years 
'Cold  looks,  forbidding  frowns,  contemptuous  fneers ; 
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When  he  at  laft  expefts,  good  eafy  man. 
To  reap  the  pyoiits  of  his  labour'd  plan. 
Some  cringing  Lacquey,  or  rapacious  Whore, 
To  favours  of  the  great  the  fureft  door. 
Some  Catamite,  or  Pimp,  in  credit  grown. 
Who  tempts  another's  wife,  or  fells  his  own. 
Steps  crofs  his  hopes,  the  promis'd  boon  denies. 
And  for  fome  Minion's  Minion  claims  the  prize. 

Foe  to  reftraint,  unpradlis'd  in  deceit. 
Too  refolute,  from  Nature's  aftive  heat. 
To  brook  affronts,  and  tamely  pafs  them  bv  ; 
Too  proud  to  flatter,  too  fincere  to  lye. 
Too  plain  to  pleafe,  toohoneft  to  be  great ; 
Give  me,  kind  Heav'n,  an  humbler,  happier  Hate : 
Far  from  the  place  where  men  with  pride  deceive. 
Where  rafcals  promlfe,  and  where  fools  believe  ; 
Far  from  the  walk  of  folly,  vice  ar.d  flrife. 
Calm,  independent,  let  me  Heal  thro'  life. 
Nor  one  vain  wifli  my  fteady  thoughts  beguile 
To  fear  his  lordAip's  frown,  or  court  his  fmile. 
Unfit  for  Greatnefs,  I  her  fnares  defy. 
And  look  on  riches  v.'ith  untainted  eye. 
To  others  let  the  glitt'ring  bawbles  fall. 
Content  fliall  place  us  far  above  them  all. 

Speftators  only  on  this  buftling  ilage. 
We  fee  what  vain  defigns  mankind  engage  ; 
Vice  after  vice  with  ardour  they  purfue. 
And  one  old  folly  brings  forth  twenty  new. 
Perplex'd  with  trifles  thro'  the  vale  of  life, 
Man  drives  'gainft  man,  Vvithout  a  cauic  for.  llrife  ; 

Annies 
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Armies  embattled  meet,  and  thoufands  bleed 
For  fome  vile  fpot,  where  fifty  cannot  feed. 
Squirrels  for  nuts  contend,  and,  wrong  or   rights 
For  the  world's  empire  kings  ambitious  fight ; 
What  odds  ?— To  us  'tis  all  the  felf-fame  thing, 
A  Nut,  a  World,  a  Squirrel,  and  a  King. 

Britons,  like  Roman  fpirits  fam'd  of  old. 
Arc  caft  by  nature  in  a  Patriot  mould  ; 
No  private  joy,  no  private  grief  they  know-. 
Their  foul's  ingrofs'd  by  public  weal  or  woe. 
Inglorious  eafe,  like  ours,  they  greatly  fcorn  : 
Let  care  with  nobler  wreaths  their  brows  adorn. 
Gladly  they  toil  beneath  the  ftatefman's  pains. 
Give  them  but  credit  for  a  ftatefman's  brains. 
All  would  be  deem'd,  e'en  from  the  cradle,  fit 
To  rule  in  politics  as  well  as  wit. 
The  grave,  the  gay,  the  fopling,  and  the  dunce. 
Start  up  (God  blefs  us  !)   ftatelmen  all  at  once. 

His  mighty  charge  of  fouls  the  prieft  forgets,. 
The  court-bred  lord  his  promifes  and  debts. 
Soldiers  their  fame,  mifers  forget  their  pelf. 
The  rake  his  miftrefs,  and  the  fop  bimfelf ; 
Whilft  thoughts  of  higher  moment  claim  their  care. 
And  their  wife  heads  the  weight  of  kingdoms  bear. 

Females  themfelves  the  glorious  ardour  feel. 
And  boaft  an  equal,  or  a  greater  zeal ; 
From  nymph  to  nymph  the  llate-infedlion  flies. 
Swells  in  her  breall,  and  fparkles  in  her  eyes. 
O'erwhelm'd  by  politics  lie  malice,  pride. 
Envy,  and  twenty  other  faults  befide. 

No 
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And  fliew  to  ftrangers  pafling  down  the  vale. 

Where  Ca'ndifh,  Booth,  and  Olborne  fate  ; 

When,  burfting  from  their  country's  chain. 

Even  in  the  midft  of  deadly  harms. 

Of  papal  fnares  and  lawlefs  arms. 
They  plann'd  for  freedom  this  her  nobleft  reign, 

VI.    I. 

This  reign,  thefe  laws,  this  public  care, 
WTiich  Naflau  gave  us  all  to  iliare. 
Had  ne'er  adorn'd  the  Englifn  name. 
Could  fear  have  filenc'd  freedom's  claim. 
But  fear  in  vain  attempts  to  bind 
Thofe  lofty  efForts  of  the  mind 

Which  focial  good  infpires ; 
WTiere  men,  for  this,  affault  a  throne. 
Each  adds  the  common  welfare  to  his  own  ; 
And  each  unconquer'd  heart  the  ftrength  of  all  acquires. 

VI.    2. 
Say,  was  it  thus,  when  late  we  view'd 
Our  fields  in  civil  blood  imbrued  ? 
When  fortune  crown'd  the  barbarous  hoft. 
And  half  the  aftoniih'd  ifle  was  loft  ? 
Did  one  of  all  that  vaunting  train. 
Who  dare  affront  a  peaceful  reign, 

Durft  one  in  arms  appear  ? 
Durft  one  in  counfels  pledge  his  life  ? 
Stake  his  luxurious  fortunes  in  the  ftrife  ? 
Or  lend  his  boafted  name  his  vagrant  friends  to  cheat  ? 

VI.  3.  Yet, 
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Yet,  Haftlngs,  thefe  are  they 
Who  challenge  to  themfelves  thy  country's  love  ; 
The  true ;  the  conftant :  who  alone  can  weigh. 
What  glory  Ihould  demand,  or  liberty  approve ! 

But  let  their  works  declare  them.     Thy  free  powers. 
The  generous  powers  of  thy  prevailing  mind. 
Not  for  the  talks  of  their  confederate  hours. 
Lewd  brawls  and  lurking  flander,  where  defign'd, 
Ee  thou  thy  own  approver.     Honeft  praife 
Oft  nobly  fways 
Ingenuous  youth  : 
But,  fought  from  cowards  and  the  lying  mouth, 
Praife  is  reproach.     Eternal  God  alone 
For  mortals  fixeth  that  fublime  award. 
He,  from  the  faithful  records  of  his  throncj. 
Bids  the  hiftcrian  and  the  bard 
Difpofe  of  honor  and  of  fcorn  ; 
Difcern  the  patriot  from  the  flave  ; 
And  write  tlie  good,  the  wife,  the  brave. 
For  leflbns  to  the  multitude  unborn. 
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Whilft  Mirth,  with,  Decency  his  lovely  bride, 

And  Wine's  gay  God,  with  Temp'rance  by  his  fidf , 

Their  welcome  vifit  pay  ;  whilft  Health  attends 

The  narrow  circle  of  cur  chcfen  friends, 

Whilft  frank  Good -Humour  confecrates  the  treat, 

And  Woman  makes  focieiy  complete. 

Thus  will  we  live,  tho'  in  our  teeth  are  hurl'd 

'\'tvoie  Lackuey Jlrumpiis,  Prudence  and  the  World. 

Prudence,  of  old  a  facred  term,  imply 'd 
Virtue,  with  godlike  Wifdom  for  her  guide. 
But  now  in  general  tife  is  known  to  mean 
The  ftalking-horfe  of  vice,  and  folly's  fcrten. 
The  fer.fe  perverted  we  retain  the  name, 
Hypocrify  and  Prudence  are  the  fame. 

A  Tutor  once,  more  read  in  men  than  books, 
A  kind  of  crafty  knowledge  in  his  looks, 
Demurely  fiy,  with  high  preferment  blcft. 
His  fav'rite  pufii  in  tliefe  words  addrefb'd  : 

Would'ft  thoi^,  my  fon,  be  wife  and  virtuous  dcem'djl 
By  all  mankind  a  prodigy  efteem'd  ? 
Be  this  thy  rule  ;  be  what  men  prude.jt  call ; 
prudence,  almighty  Prudence,  gives  thee  all. 
Keep  up  appearance;,  x\iixt  lies  the  teft. 
The  world  will  give  tliee  credit  for  the  reft. 
Outward  be  fair,  however  foul  within  ; 
Sin  if  thou  wilt,  but  then  in  fecret  fin. 
This  maxim's  irto  coram.on  favour  grown. 
Vice  is  no  longer  vice,  unlefs  ':io  known. 

Virtue 
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Virtue  Indeed  may  barefac'd  take  the  field  ; 

But  vice  is  virtue  when  'tis  well  conceai'd. 

Should  raging  paflions  drive  thee  to  a  whorej 

Let  Prudence  lead  thee  to  a  pcfiern  door  ; 

Stay  out  all  tught,  but  take  efpecial  care  '' 

That  Prudence  bring  thee  back  to  early  prayer. 

As  one  with  watching  and  with  ftudy  faint* 

Reel  in  a  drunkard,  and  reel  out  a  faint. 

With  joy  the  youth  this  ufeful  lefibn  heard. 
And  in  his  mem'ry  flor'd  each  precious  word, 
Succefsfully  purfu'd  the  plan,  and  ?io-i.>j, 
"  Room  for  my  Lord,— Virtue  ftand  by  and  bow." 

And  is  this  all— is  this  the  worldling's  art. 
To  mark,  but  not  amend  a  vicious  heart  ? 
Shall  lukewarm  caution  and  demeanour  grave 
For  wife  and  good  fian>p  ev'ry  fupple  knnve  ? 
Shall  wretches,  whom  no  real  virtue  warms. 
Gild  fair  their  names  and  ftates  with  empty  ffirais, 
Whilil  Virtue  feeks  in  vain  the  wiih'd-for  prizcj 
Eecaufe,  difdaining  ill,  fhc  hates  difguife  ; 
Becaufe  flie  frankly  pours  forth  all  her  ftore. 
Seems  v/hat  file  is,  and  fcorns  to  pafs  for  more  ? 
Well— be  it  fo  -  let  vile  dilfemblers  hold 
Unenvy'd  pbw'r,  and  boaft  their  dear-bought  -o^olu. 
Me  neither  pow'r  fhall  tempt,  nor  thirfl  cf  pelf, . 
To  flatter  others  or  deny  myfelf ; 
Might  the  whole  world  be  plac'd  within  mv  fDr.n, 
I  would  not  be  that  Thing,  thatXr^xX^viK  Man. 
"  F  2  Wbat. 
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What,  cries  Sir  Pliant,  would  you  then  oppcfe 
Yourfelf,  alone,  againil:  an  hoil  of  fees  ? 
Let  not  conceit,  and  peeviih  luft  to  rail. 
Above  all  fenfe  of  intereft  prevail. 
Throw  oiF  for  iliame  this  petulance  of  wit. 
Be  wife,  be  modeli,  and  for  cnce  fubmit : 
Too  hard  the  tafk  'gainll:  raukitudes  to  fight. 
Ten  muft  be  wrong,  the  V»'orId  is  in  the  right. 

V/hat  is  this  World  ?  A  term  which  men  have  g-ot 
To  fignify,  not  one  in  ten  knows  what ; 
A  term,  which  with  no  more  precifion  palTes 
To  point  out  herds  of  rmti  than  herds  of  ajjis ; 
In  common  ufe  no  more  it  means,  we  find. 
Than  manv  fools  in  fame  opinions  join'd. 

Can  numbers  then  change  Nature's  flated  laws  ? 
Can  numbers  make  the  vvorfe  the  better  caufc  ? 
Vice  muiL  be  vice,  virtue  be  virtue  ftill. 
The'  thoufands  rail  at  good  and  praftife  ill. 
Wouldft  thou  defend  the  Gaul's  dellruftive  rage 
Becaufe  vaft  nations  on  his  part  engage  ? 
Tho'  to  fuppcrt  the  rebel  Casfar's  caufe 
Tumultuous  legions  arm  againll  the  laws, 
Tho'  Scandal  would  our  patriot^s  name  impeach. 
And  rails  at  virtues  v.hich  flie  cannot  reach. 
What  honeft  man  but  would  v.ith  joy  fubmit 
To  bleed  with  Cato,  and  retire  with  Pitt  .' 

Stedfau  and  true  to  Virtue's  {acred  lav/s, 
Uiimov'd  by  vulgar  cenfure  or  applaufe. 

Let 
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Let  the  World  talk,  my  friend  ;  that  World  we  know 
Which  calls  us  guilty,  cannot  make  us  To. 
Unavv'd  by  number?,  follow  Nature's  plan, 
A&rt  the  rights,  cr  quit  the  name  of  Man. 
Confider  well,  v/eigh  frriftly  right  and  wrong  ; 
Rcfol\^e  not  quick,  but  once  refolv'd  be  ftrcng. 
In  fpite  of  dullnefs,  and  in  fpite  cf  wit. 
If  to  thyfelf  thou  canft  thy felf  ijcquit. 
Rather  ftand  up  affur'd  with  confcious  pride 
Alone,  than  err  v/ith  millions  on  thy  fide. 
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I    -N    C    p.    I    li   £    D       TO 

JOHN    WILKES,    E  s  Q^ 

W'HEN  Cupid  hrft  inftrufts  his  darts  to  fly 
Frcm  the  fly  corner  of  feme  cook-maid's  eye> 
The  ftripling  raw,  juit  enter'd  in  his  teens,  ' 

Receives  the  wound,  and  wonders  what  it  means ; 
His  heart,  like  dripping,  melts,  and  new  defire 
Within  him  ilirs,  esch  time  ftie  fdrs  the  fire ; 
Trembling  and  biufning  he  the  fair-one  views, 
And  fain  would  fpeak,  but  can't — without  a  Mufe. 

So  to  the  facred  mount  he  takes  his  way. 
Prunes  his  young  wings,  and  tunes  his  infant  lay. 
His  oaten  reed  to  rural  ditties  frames. 
To  flocks  and  rocks,  to  hills  and  riils  proclaims,     . 
In  fimplefc  notes,  and  all  unpoliih'd  (trains. 
The  loves  of  nymphs,  and  £ii:e  the  loves  of  fwains. 

Clad,  as  your  nymphs  were  always  clad  of  yore. 
In  ruftic  weeds— a  cook-maid  ucw  no.  more— 

Eeneatk 
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Beneath  an  aged  oak  Lardella  lies. 

Green  mofs  her  couch  ;  her  canopy  the  Odes. 

From  aromatic  llirub.s  the  roguijh  gale 

Steals  joa«j-  perfumes,  and  vvafcs  them  thro'  the  vale. 

The  youth,  turn'd  Twain,  and   fkill'd  in  ruflic  lays. 

Fait  by  her  fide  his  am'rous  defcant  plays. 

Herds  lowe,  flocks  bleat,  pics  charter,  ravens  fcrcam* 

And  the  full  chorus  dies  a-do\vn  the  ftream. 

The  ftreams,  with  mufic  freighted,  as  they  pafs, 

Prefent  the  fair  Lardella  with  a  glafs. 

And  Zephyr,  to  compleat  the  love-iick  plan. 

Waves  his  light  wings,  and  ferves  her  for  a  fan. 

But,  when  niaturer  Judgment  takes  the  lead, 
Thefe  childilh  toys  on  Reafon's  altar  bleed  ; 
P'orra'd  after  iovae.  great  mnti,  whofe  name  breeds  aw^ 
Whofe  ev'ry  fentence  Fafnion  makes  a  law, 
"Who  on  mere  credit  his   vain  trophies  r&ars. 
And  founds  his  merit  on  our  fervile  fears  ; 
Then  we  difcard  the  workings  of  the  heart. 
And  Nature's  banifh'd  by  mechanic  Art ; 
Then,  deeply  read,  our  reading  muic  be  ihown  ; 
Vain  is  that  knowledge  which  remains  unknovvuv. 
Then  Oilentation  marches  to  our  aid. 
And  leiter\i  Pride  llalks  forth  in  full  parade  .j 
Bemj-ath  their  care  behold  the  work  ref.ne, 
Poined  each  fentence,  poliih'd  ev'ry  line  : 
Trifles  are  dignified,  and  taught  to  vv'ear 
The  robes  of  Ancients  with  a  Modern  air, 
Nonfenfe  with  clajjic  ornaments  is  grac'd. 
And  paiTes  current  with  the  iiarnp  of  Talle, 

F  4  The* 


.*72  CKUR'CHlLL^s     POEMS. 

Then  the  rude  Theocrite  is  ranfack'd  o'er. 
And  conriiyMa.ro  czlVd  from  Mmcio's  fliore  ; 
Sicilian  Mufes  on  our  mountains  ream, 
Eafy  and  free  as  if  they  were  at  home  : 
Nymphs,  Naiads,  Nereids,  Dryads,  Satyrs,  Fauns, 
Sport  in  our  fioods,  and  trip  it  o'er  cur  lawns  ; 
'Flow'ri,  which  once  flourlfli'd  fair  in  Greece  and  Rome, 
More  fair  revive  in  England's  meads  to  bloom  ; 
Skies  without  cloud  exotic  funs  adorn  ; 
And  rcfes  blufh,  but  blufh  v/ithcut  a  thorn  ; 
Landfcapes  unlaiown  to  doxv4;f  Nature,  rife. 
And  new  creations  ft!  ike  our  wond'ring  eyes. 

For  bards  like  thefe,  who  neither  fing  nor  fay. 
Grave  without  thought,  and  without  feeling  gay, 
Whcfe  numbers  in  one  even  tenor  flow, 
Aitu'ri'd  to  pleafure,  and  attund  to  woe. 
Who,  if  plain  Common  Sjnfs  her  vifit  pays. 
And  mars  one  couplet  in  their  happy  lays. 
As  at  fome  gholt  affrighted,  flart  and  flare. 
And  a3i  the  meaning  of  her  coming  there  ; 
For  bards  like  thcfe  a  v/reath  fnall  Mafon  bring, 
Lin'd  with  the  fofteft  down  of  F&l.'y's  v/ing ; 
In  Love's  Pagoda  fhall  they  ever  dcze. 
And  Giibal  kind!/  rock  them  to  repofe; 
My  lord — to  letters  as  \o faith  moft  true — 
At  once  their  patron  and  .example  too — 
Shall  qtiai-ntly  .ix-cAc^.  his  Icve-labour'd  dreams. 
Sigh  with  fad  v.inds,  andweep  with  weeping  ftreams. 
Curious  in  grief,   (for  real  grief,  we  kncv/, 
•Is  curious  to  drefi  up  the  tale  of  woe) 

From 
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From  t])e  green  umbrage  of  fome  Druid's  feat. 
Shall  his  own  works  ill  Kis  own  way  repeat. 

Me,  whom  no  Pvlufe  of  beav'nly  birth  infpires. 
No  judgment  tempers  when  rafh  genius  f.res  ; 
V/ho  bcait  no  merit  but  mere  knack  of  rime. 
Short  gleams  cf  fenfe,  and  fatire  out  of  time, 
V/ho  cannot  follow  where  trbn  fancy  leads 
.JBv  prattling  ftrer.ms  ^qx  fionv^r-empurthd  meads ; 
Who  often,  but  without  fuccefs,  have  pray'd 
For  apt  Alliteration's  artful  aid; 
Who  would,  but  cannot,  with  a  mailer's  {kill. 
Coin  fine  new  epithets,  ^ivhich  mean  no  ill ; 
Mc,  thus  uncouth,  thus  ev'ry  way  unfit 
-For  pacing  poefy,  and  amlling  w't, 
Tafte  with  contempt  beholds,  nor  deigns  to  place 
Amongfi:  the  loweft  of  her  favour'd  race. 

Thou,  Nature,  art  wv  goddefs— to  thy  law 
Myfelf  I  dedicate. — Hence  fiaviih  awe 
V/jiich  bends  to  faihion,  and  obeys  the  rules, 
-Impos'd  at  iirll:,  and  (irxe  obfc^v'd  by  fools. 
Uence  thcfe  vile  tricks  v.'hich  mar  fair  Nature's  hue. 
And  bring  the  fober  matron  forth  to  view , 
With  all  that  artifxial  tawdry  glare, 
Vv  hich  \'irtue  fcorns,  and  none  but  fcumrers  wear. 
-Sick  of  thcfe  pomps,  thofe  vanities,  that  v/afle 
Of  toil,  which  critics  now  miHake  for  ia'Je, 
Oi  falfe  refinements  fick,  and  labcur'd  eafe. 
Which  Art,  too  thinly  veil'd,  forbids  to  pleafe, 
Ey  ivature's  charms  (inglorious  truth  ':)  fubdu'd. 
However  plain  her  drefs,  and  'haviour  rude. 

To 
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To  acrlhcrfi  climes  my  happier  courfe  I  fteer. 
Climes  wliere  the  goddeis  reigns  throughout  the  year. 
Where,  undiHurb'd  by  Art's  rebellious  plan. 
She  rules  the  loyal  laird,  ^nA  faithful  clan. 

To  that  rare  foil,  where  virtues  clull'ring  grow. 
What  mighty  bleffings  doth  not  England  owe  ? 
V/hat  ^Tvaggon-lcads  of  courage,  wealth  and  fenfe. 
Doth  each  revolving-  day  import  from  thence  ? 
To  us  Hie  gives,  dilinterefted  friend. 
Faith  without  fraud,  and  btuarts  without  end. 
When  we  profperity's  rich  trappings  wear. 
Come  not  Jier  gen'rous  fons  and  take  a  fhare  ? 
And  if,  by  forae  difallrous  turn  of  fate. 
Change  fhould  enfue,  and  ruin  fcize  the  ftatc. 
Shall  we  not  find,  fafe  in  that  hallow'd  ground. 
Such  refuge  as  the  Holy  Martyr  found  ? 

Nor  leis  our  debt  in  Science,  tho'  deny'd 
By  the  weak  flavcs  of  prejudice  and  pride. 
T hence  came  the  Ramfays,  names  of  wortliy  note. 
Of  whom  one  paints,  as  v^ell  as  t'  ether  wrote  ; 
Thence,  Kome,  diihanded  from  the  fons  of  pray'r 
For  loving  plays,  tho'  no  dull  Dean  was  there  ; 
Thence  ifTued  forth,  at  great  Macpherfon's  call. 
That  oA/,  ns^u,  epic  palioral,  Fingal  ; 
Thence  Malloch,  friend  a  ike  oi  Church  and  SlatCy 
Of  Chriil;  and  Liberty,  by  grateful  Fate 
Kais'd  to  rewards  v/hich,  in  ii,  pious  reign. 
All  darling  infdels  ihould  fcek  in  vain  ; 
Thence  fimpie  bards,  by  fimpie  prudence  taught. 
To  this  'v:ijt  towa  by  fimpie  patrons  brought. 
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]ii  fimple  manner  utter  flmple  lays, 

Avd  take,  with  iimple  penfions,  fimple  praife. 

Waft  ine  ibme  INlufe  to  Tweed's  infpirirg  ftream, 
A' here  all  the  little  loves  and  graces  dream, 
V\  here  flowiy  winding  the  dud  waters  creep. 
And  fcem  thcmielves  to  own  the  power  of  fleep, 
\'.  here  on  the  furface  lead,  like  feathers,  fwims, 
"here  let  me  bathe  my  yet  unhallow'd  limbs, 
/-s  once  a  Syrian  bath'd  in  Jordan's. flood, 
Waih  cfT  my  native  ftains,  correft  that  blood 
V.'hich  mutinies  at  call  of  Englijh  pride, 
And,  deaf  to  prudence,  rolls  ?i  patriot  tide. 

From  folemn  thought  wjych  overhangs  the  brow 
i)i  patriot  care,  when  things  are — God  knows  how  ; 
;  torn  nice  trim  point?,  where  Honour,  flave  to  rule. 
In  compliment  to  Folly,  plays  the  fool; 
I'rom  thofe  gay  fcenes  where  Mirth  exalts  his  pow'r, 
.\nd  eafy  Humour  wings  the  laughing  hour  ; 

,  ;n  thofe  foft  better  moments,  when  deiire 
I  •  r.tj  high,  and  all  die  world  of  man's  on  fire, 
"■'  .'lin  mutual  ardours  of  the  melting  f^iir 

re  than  repay  us  for  whole  years  oi"  care, 
.    :  fri£?!(ijl^ip\  fummons  will  my  Wilkes  retreat, 
.  ...i  fee,  once  Jem  before ,  that  ««f/V/;/ feat, 
i  hat  ancient  feat,  where  majefty  difplay'd 
}  'cr  enfigns,  long  before  the  -ixorld  --was  made  ! 

iVIean  narrow  maxims,  which  enfiave  mankind, 
^   j'er  from  its  bias  warp  thv  {Settled  mind. 
..t  dup'd  by  party,  nor  opinion's  flave, 
'i  ;iofe  faculties  which  bouiitcous  Nature  gave. 

Thy 
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Thy  honefl  fplrit  into  praclice  brings. 

Nor  courts  the  fmile,  nor  dreads  the  frown  of  kings. 

Let  rude  licsntioi.5  Zngliflimen  comply 

With  tumult's  voice,  and  curfe  they  know  not  why  ; 

Unwilling  to  cendemn,  thy  foul  difdains 

To  Wear  vile  fadion's  arbitrary  chains. 

And  ftridlly  weighs,  in  apprehenfion  clear. 

Things  as  they  are,  and  not  as  they  appear. 

With  thee  Gccd -Humour  tempers  lively  Wit, 

Enthron'd  with  Judgment,  Candour  loves  to  fit, 

And  Nature  gave  thee,    open  to  diftrefs, 

A.  heart  to  pity,  and  a  hand  to  blefs. 

Oft  have  I  heard  thee  mourn  the  v/rctched  lot 
Of  the  poor,  mean,  defpis'd,  infulted  Scot, 
Who,  might  calm  reafon  credit  idle  tales. 
By  rancour  forg'd  where  prejudice  prevails. 
Or  ftarvcs  at  home,  or  praftifes,  thro'  fear 
Of  ftarving,  arts  v/hich  damn  all  confcicnce  here. 
V/hen  Scribblers,  to  the  charge  by  int'reft  led. 
The  fierce  hhrlh-Brhcn  foaming  at  their  head. 
Pour  forth  inveclives,  deaf  to  candour's  call. 
And  injar'd  by  one  alien,  rail  at  all; 
On  Northern  Pifgah  v/hen  they  take  their  ftand. 
To  mark  the  wcakncfs  of  that//f/>'  Lc.ncJ, 
With  needlefs  truths  their  libels  to  adorn. 
And  hang  a  nation  up  to  public  fcorn. 
Thy  gen'rous  foul  condemns  the  frantic  rage. 
And  hates  the  faithful  but  ill-natur'd  page. 

1  he  Sects  are  poor,  cries  furly  Engliih  pride  ;  . 
True  is  the  charge,  nor  by  thcmfelves  dcny'd. 


THE    PROPHECY    OF    FAMINE.       7,7 

Are  they  not  then  in  ib-liSeft  reafon  clear. 
Who  wifely  come  to  mend  their  fortunes  here  ? 
If  by  low  fupple  arts  fuccefsful  grown. 
They  fapp'd  our  vigour  to  increafe  their  own. 
If,  mean  in  want,  and  infolcnt  in  pow'r. 
They  only  fawn'd  more  furely  to  devour, 
Rous'd  by  fuch  wrongs  fhould  Reafon  take  alarm^ 
And  e'en  the  Mufe  for  public  fafety  arm  ; 
But  if  they  own  ingenuous  Virtue's  fway. 
And  follow  where  true  Honour  points  the  way. 
If  they  revere  the  iiand  by  which  they're  fed. 
And  blefs  the  donors  for  their  daily  bread. 
Or  by  vafi:  debts  of  higher  import  bound. 
Are  always  humble,  ahvays  grateful  found. 
If  they,  diredled  by  Paul's  holy  pen. 
Become  difcreetly  all  things  to  all  men. 
That  all  men  may  become  all  things  to  them. 
Envy  may  hate,  but  Jufcice  can't  condemn. 
"  Into  our  places,  Hates,  and  beds  they  creep  ;" 
They've  fenfe  to  get,  what  we  want  fenfe  to  keep. 
Once,  be  the  hour  accurs'd,  accurs'd  the  place, 
I  venrur'd  to  blafpheme  the  chofen  race. 
Into  thofe  traps,  v.hich'men  calPd  Patriots  laid. 
By  fpecious  arts  unwarily  betray'd. 
Madly  I  leagu'd  againft  that  facred  eaith. 
Vile  parricide  !   which  gave  a  parent  birth. 
But  ihali  I  meanly  Error's  path  purfue. 
When  heavenly  Truth  prefents  her  friendly  clue. 
Once  plung'd  in  ill,  fhall  I  go  farther  in  ? 
To  make  the  oath  was  raili ;  to  keep  it,  fm. 

Backward" 


WSum 
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Backward  I  tread  the  paths  I  trod  before. 
And  calm  refledlion  hates  what  pafiion  fwore. 
Converted,   (bleffed  are  the  fouls  which  know 
Thofe  pieafures  which  from  true  converfion  flow. 
Whether  to  reafon,  who  now  rules  my  breaft. 
Or  to  pure  faith,  like  Lyttelton  and  Well) 
Pail  crimes  to  expiate,  be  my  prefent  aim 
To  raife  new  trophies  to  the  Scottifh  name. 
To  make   (what  can  the  proudcll  Mufe  do  more  '■) 
E'en  Faction's  Tons  her  brighter  worth  adore. 
To  make  her  glories,  ilamp'd  with  honell  rimes. 
In  fulleil  tide  roil  down  to  latell  times. 

"  Prefum.ptuous  wretch  1  and  &all  a  Mu/e  like  thine, 
*'  An  E>iglijh  Mufe,  the  meanell  of  the  nine, 
"  Attempt  a  theme  like  this  ?  Can  her  weak  flrain 
"  Expert  indulgence  from  the  mighty  Thane  ? 
"  Should  he  from  toih  of  government  retire, 
"  And  for  a  moment  fan  the  poet's  fire, 
"   Should  he,  of  fciences  the  moral  friend, 
*'  Each  curious,  each  import a7it  fearch  fufpend, 
*'  Leave  unajijhd  Hill  of  herbs  to  tell, 
"   And  all  the  'iKonders  of  a  cockle-JJ;tll, 
"  Having  the  Lord's  good  grace  before  his  eyes, 
"   Would  not  the  Home  ilep  forth,  and  gain  the  prize  ? 
"  Or  if  this  wreath  of  honour  might  adorn 
"  The  humble  brows  of  one  in  England  born, 
"  Prefumptuous  Hill  thy  daring  mull  appear  ; 
*•  Vain  all  thy  tow'ring  hopes,  whilil:  I  am  here.'* 

Thus  fpake  a/crw,  by  filkcn  fmile,  and  tone 
Dull  and  unvaried,  for  the  Laursat  known. 

Folly's 
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Folly's  chief  friend,  Decorum's  eldeft  fon. 
In  ev'ry  party  found,  and  yet  of  none. 
This  airy  fubjiance,  \}kis  fubjlavtial pade, 
Abalh'd  1  heard,  and  with  refped  obey'd. 

From  themes  too  lofty  for  a  bard  fo  mean, 
Difcreticn  beckons  to  an  humbler  fcene. 
I'he  reftlefs  fever  of  ambition  laid. 
Calm  I  retire,  and  feck  the  fylvan  fhade. 
Now  be  the  Mi'/e  dirrob'd  of  all  her  pride. 
Be  all  the  glare  of  rerfe  by  Truth  fupplied. 
And  if  plain  Nature  pours  a  fimple  ftrain. 
Which  Buie  may  praife,  and  Offian  not  difdain, 
OlTian,  fublimtjl,  Jhnpkjl  bard  of  all. 
Whom  Eiiglijh  h'.Jicids  Macphcrf^n  call. 
Then  round  my  head  lliall  honour's  enfigns  wave. 
And  penfions  mark  me  for  a  willing  llave. 


Two  boys,  whofe  birth  beyond  all  queition  fpring* 
From  great  and  glorious,  tho'  forgotten,  kings, 
Shepherds  of  Scoiiijh  lineage,  born  and  bred 
Oa  the  fame  bleak  and  barren  mountain's  head. 
By  niggard  Nature  dcom'd  on  rhe  fame  rocks 
To  fpin  out  life,  and  liarve  themfelves  and  flocks, 
Frefli  iis  the  morning,  which,  enrob'd  in  miil. 
The  mountain's  top  with  ufual  duUnefs  klfs'd, 
jockey  and  Sawney  to  their  labours  role ; 
Soon  clad  I  ween,  where  Nature  needs  no  cloaths. 

Where, 
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Where,  from  their  youth  enur'd  to  wintrer-flcies, 
Crefs  and  her  vain  refinements  they  defpife. 

Jockey,  whofe  manly  aigh-bon'd  cheeks  to  crown 
With  freckles  fpotted  ilam'd  the  golden  down. 
With  mikle  art  could  on  the  bagpipes  play. 
E'en  from  the  rifing  to  the  fetting  day  ; 
Sawney  as  long  without  remorfc  couid  bawl 
Home's  madrigals,  and  ditties  from  Fingal. 
Oft  at  his  ftrains,  all  natural  tho'  rude,  ' 
The  Highland  lafs  forgot  her  want  of  food. 
And,  whihl;  ^\^fcratch^d  her  lover  into  reft. 
Sunk  pleas'd,  tho'  hungry,  on  her  Sawney's  breaft.. 

Far  as  the  eye  cculd  reach,  no  tree  was  feen. 
Earth,  clad  in  rufi'et,  fcorn'd  the  lively  green. 
The  plague  of  locuils  they  fecure  defy. 
For  in  three  hours  a  grafhopper  mull;  die. 
No  living  thing,  whate'er  its  food,  feafts  there, 
But-the  Cameleon,  who  can  feaft  en  air. 
No  birds,  except  as  birds  of  palTage,  flew. 
No  bee  was  known  to  hum,  no  dove  to  coo. 
No  ftreams  as  amber  fmooth,  as  amber  clear. 
Were  feen  to  glide,  or  heard  to  warble  here. 
Rebellion's  fpring,  v.'hich  through  the  country  ran, 
Furnifn'd,  with  bitter  drauglits,  the  fteady  clan. 
No  flow'rs  embalm 'd  the  air,  but  one  white  rofe. 
Which  on  the  tenth  of  June   by   inftinft  blows. 
By  inilindl  blows  at  morn,  and,  when  the  fhades 
Of  drizzly  eve  prevail,  by  inftindl  fades. 

One,  and  but  one  poor  folitary  cave. 
Too  fparing  of  her  favours.  Nature  gave  ; 


That 
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That  one  alone  (hard  tax  on  Scottijh  pride  !) 
Sh.'Iter  at  once  for  man  and  beaft  lupplitd. 
Their  fnares  ivithout  entangling  briers  fpread. 
And  thiiUes,  arm'd  againfl  th'  invader's  head. 
Stood  in  clofe  ranks  all  entrance  to  oppofe, 
ThiiHes  now  held  more  precious  than  the  rcfe. 
All  creatures  which,  on  Nature's  earlieft  plan. 
Were  form'd  to  loath,  and  to  be  loath'd  by  man. 
Which  ow'd  their  birth  to  nalHnefs  and  fpite. 
Deadly  to  touch,  and  hateful  to  the  fight. 
Creatures,  which  when  admitted  in  the  ark. 
Their  faviour  Ihunn'd,  and  rankled  in  the  d;;rk. 
Found  place  '■ixithin :  marking  her  noifome  read 
With  poifon's  trail,  /:rcre  crawl'd  the  bloated  toad  ; 
Tl\TC  uebs  were  fpread  of  more  than  common  fize. 
And  half-ftarv'd  fpiders  prey'd  on  half-fiarv'd  flits  ; 
In  queft  of  food,  efts  flrove  in  vain  to  crawl ; 
Slags,  pinch'd  with  hunger,  fmear'd  the  fllmv  wall ; 
The  cave  around  with  hifiing  fcrpents  run?  ;■ 
On  the  damp  roof  unhealthy  vapour  hung  ; 
And  Famine,  hy  her  children  al-ivays  kno'-Mn,.. 
As  proud  as  pcor,  here  fix'd  her.  w^/zi'/' throne. 

Here,  for  the  fullen  fky  was  overcaft. 
And  fumm.er  fhrunk  beneath  a  wint'ry  b'afl-, 
A  native  blail,  which,  arm'd  with  hail  and  rain. 
Beat  unrelenting  on  the  naked-  fwain, 
The  boys  for  fhelter  made ;  bchkd,  the  fh^cep. 
Of  which  thcfe  fnepherds  every  day  take  keepy 
Sickly  crept  on,  and  with  complainings  rud^. 
On  Nature  feern'd  to  c:  11,  ar.d  blest  for  fcod. 

Vol.  LXVI.  G  jeers y. 
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T   O    C    K    £    Y, 

-  ! 

Sith  to  this  cave,  by  tempeft,  we're  confin'd,  1 

And  within  ken  our  fiocks,  under  the  wind. 

Safe  from  the  pehing  of  this  perilous  Itorm, 

Are  laid  etnong  yon  thiftles,  dry  and  warm. 

What,  Sawney,  if  by  fnepherd's  art  we  try 

To  mock  the  rigour  of  this  cruel  fky  ? 

What  if  we  tune  feme  merry  ronn^i  lay  ? 

Well  doft  thou  fing,  ncr  ill  doth  Jockey  play. 

Sawney. 
Ah,  Jockey,  ill  advifefl:  thou,  /  -xt-vV, 
To  think  of  fongs  at  fuch  a  time  as  this. 
Sooner  fiiall  herbage  crown  thefe  barren  rocks. 
Sooner  fhall  fleeces  cloath  thefe  ragged  fiocks, 
Sooner  fhall  want  feize  Ihepherds  of  the  fouth. 
And  we  forget  to  live  from  hand  to  mouth. 
Than  Sawney,  out  of  feafon,  Ihall  impart 
Tiie  fongs  of  gladnefs  with  an  aching  lieart. 

Jockey. 
Still  have  I  known  thee  for  a  filly  fwain  ; 
Of  things  pail  help,  what  boots  it  to  complain  .'' 
Nothing  but  mirth  can  conquer  fortune's  ipitc  ; 
No  fky  is  heavy,  if  the  heart  be  light : 
Patience  is  forrow's  falve  ;  what  can't  be  cur'd. 
So  Donald  right  aresds,  mull  be  endur'd. 

S    A    W    K    E    V. 

Full  filly  Avain,  /  nx'ct,  is  Jockey  now ; 
Hosv  didft  thou  bear  thy  Maggy's  fallhood?  how, 

Vvlien 
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When  with  a  foreign  loon  (lie  ftole  away,     ' 
Did'ft  thou  forfwear  thy  pipe  and  fhephsrd's  lay  ? 
Where  was  thy  boailed  wifdom  then,  when  I 
Applied  thofe  proverbs,  which  you  now  apply  ?  ,  , 

Jockey. 
O  file  was  hor.ny  f  All  the  Highlands  round 
Was  there  a  rival  to  my  Maggy  found  ! 
More  precious  (tho'  that  precious  is  to  all) 
Than  the  rare  med'clne  which  we  Brimlrone  call. 
Or  that  choice  plant,  fo  grateful  to  the  ncfe. 
Which  in  I  know  not  what  far  country  grows. 
Was  Maggy  unto  me  ;  dear  do  I  rue, 
A  lafs  fo  fair  il;ouId  ever  prove  untrue. 

S    A   V.'    N    E    Y. 

Whether  v/ith  pipe  or  fong  to  charm  the  ear. 
Thro'  all  the  land  did  Jamie  find  a  peer  ? 
Curs'd  be  that  year  by  ev'ry  honeft  Scot, 
And  in  the  Paepherd's  calendar  forgot. 
That  fatal  year,  when  Jamie,  haplefs  fwain. 
In  evil  hour  fcrfook  the  peaceful  plain. 
Jamie,  when  our  young  Laird  difcreetiy  fied. 
Was  feiz'd  and  hang'd  till  he  was  dead,  dead,  dead. 

Jockey. 
Full  forely  may  we  all  lament  that  day  ; 
For  all  were  lofers  in  the  deadly  fray. 
Five  brothers  had  I,  on  the  Scottifh  plains. 
Well  doll  thou  know  were  none  more  hopeful  fwains ; 
Five  brothers  there  I  loft,  in  manhood's  pride. 
Two  in  the  field,  ai  d  three  on  gibbets  dkd  : 

G  2  Ah  { 
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Ah  !   filly  fwains,  to  follow  war's  alarms  ! 

Ah  !  what  hath  fhepherd's  life  to  do  wich  arms  ! 

Sawney. 
Mention  it  not — There  faw  I  Grangers  dad 
In  all  the  honours  of  our  ravifh'd //W^, 
Saw  the  Ferrara  too,  our  nation's  pride. 
Unwilling  grace  the  aukward  victor's  fide. 
There  fell  our  choicefr  youth,  and  from  that  day 
Mote  never  Sawney  tune  the  merry  lay  ; 
Elefs'd  thofe  which  fell !  curs'd  thofe  which  ftill  furvivc. 
To  mourn  Fifteen  renew'd  in  Forty-J.-ve. 


Thus  plain'd  the  Boys,  when  from  her  throne  of  turf. 
With  boils  embofs'd,  and  overgrown  'with  fcurf. 
Vile  humours,  which,  in  life's  corrupted  well, 
Mix'd  at  the  birth,  net  abdinence  could  quell. 
Pale  Fa  MI  A  E  rear'd  the  head  :  her  eager  eyes. 
Where  hunger  e'en  to  madnefs  fecm'd  to  rife. 
Speaking  aloud  her  throes  and  pangs  of  heart, 
Strain'd  to  get  locfe,  and  fjotn  their  orbs  to  Hart ; 
Her  hollow  cheeks  were  each  a  deep-funk  cell,     ' 
Where  wretchedncfs  and  horror  lov'd  to  dwell ; 
With  double  rows  of  ufclefs  teeth  fupplied. 
Her  mouth,  from  ear  to  ear,  extended  v/ide. 
Which,  when  for  want  of  food  her  entrails  pin'd. 
She  op'd,  arid  curfirg  fwallcw'd  nought  but  wind  ; 
All  fhrivell'd  was  her  /kin,  and  here  and  there. 
Making  their  way  by  force,  her  bones  lay  bare  : 
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Such  filthy  Tight  to  hide  from  human  view, 
O'er  her  foul  limbs  a  tatter'd  plaid  ihe  threw. 

Ceafe,  cried  the  goddefs,  ceafe,  defpairing  fwains. 
And  from  a  parent  hear  what  Jove  ordains  ! 

Pent  in  this  barren  corner  of  the  ifle. 
Where  partial  fortune  never  deign'd  to  fmile ; 
Like  Nature's  baftards,  reaping  for  our  fhar« 
What  was  rejected  by  the  lawful  heir ; 
Unknown  amongft  the  nations  of  the  earth. 
Or  only  known  to  raife  contempt  and  mirth  ; 
Long  free,  becaufe  the  race  of  Roman  braves 
'J  bought  it  not  worth  their  while  to  make  us  flaves  ; 
Then  into  bondage  by  that  nation  brought, 
Whofe  ruin  we  for  ages  vainly  fought ; 
Whom  ftill  with  unflack'd  hate  we  view,  and  flill. 
The  pow'r  of  miichief  loft,  retain  the  will ; 
Confider'd  as  the  refufe  of  mankind, 
A  mafs  till  the  laft  moment  left  behind. 
Which  frugal  Nature  doubted,  asJt  lay. 
Whether  to  ftamp  with  life,  or  throw  away  ; 
W^hich,  fcrm'd  in  hafte,  v/as  planted  in  this  nook, 
,But  Qever  enter'd  in  Creation's  book  ; 
Branded  as  traitors,  who  for  love  of  54-0] d 
Would  fell  their  God,  as  once  ih'Ai-  King  they  fold  ; 
Long  have  we  borne  this  mighty  weight  of  ill, 
Thefe  vile  injurious  taunts,  and  bear  them  fti!l. 
But  times  of  happier  note  are  now  at  hand. 
And  ths  full  proniife  of  a  better  land : 
There,  like  ihe  Sons  of  Ifrael,  having  trod, 
for  thv:  lix'd  term  of  years  ordaia'd  by  God, 

G  3  A  barren 
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A  barren  defart,  \ve  Ihall  feize  rich  plains. 
Where  milk  with  honey  flows,  and  plenty  reigns. 
With  feme  few  natives  join'd,  feme  pliant  few. 
Who  worlhip  int'reft,  and  our  track  purfue. 
There  fhall  we,  tho'  the  wretched  people  grieve. 
Ravage  at  large,  nor  afk  the  owners  lea\'e. 

For  us,  the  earth  (liall  bring  forth  her  increafe ; 
For  us,  the  flocks  {liall  wear  a  golden  fleece  ; 
Fat  beeves  fhali  yield  us  dainties  not  our  own. 
And  the  grape  bleed  a  neftar  yet  unknown  ; 
For  our  advantage  fnall  their  harvefts  grow. 
And  Scqtj:r.en  reap  what  they  difdain'd  to  fow ; 
For  us,  the  fun  fhall  climb  the  eaRern  hill ; 
For  us,  the  rain  iliall  fall,  the  dew  difiil  ; 
When  to  our  vvifhes  Nature  cannot  rife. 
Art  fliall  be  tafk'd  to  grant  us  frefli  fupplies. 
His  brawny  arm  (hall  drudging  Labour  flrain. 
And  for  our  pleafure  fuffer  daily  pain  ; 
Trade  fhall  for  us  exert  her  utmoft  pow'rs, 
Her's  all  the  toil,  and  all  the  profit,  our's  ; 
For  us,  the  oak  fliail  from  his  native  fleep 
Defcend,  and  fearlefs  travel  thro'  the  deep; 
The  fail  of  Commerce  for  our  ufe  unfurl'd. 
Shall  waft  the  treafures  of  each  diftant  world  ; 
For  us,  fublimer  heights  fhall  Science  reach. 
For  us,  their  Statefmen  plot,  their  Churchmen  preach  ; 
Their  nobleft  limbs  of  counfel  v/e'U  disjoint. 
And,  mocking,  new  ones  of  our  own  appoint ; 
Devouring  War,  imprifon'd  in  the  north. 
Shall,  at  our  call,  in  horrid  pomp  break  forth. 

And 
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And  when,  his  chariot  wheels  with  tliunder  hung. 
Fell  Difcord  braying  with  her  brazen  tongue. 
Death  in  the  van,  with  Anger,  Hate,  and  Fear, 
And  Defolation  talking  in  the  rear. 
Revenge,  by  JulHce  guided,  in  his  train. 
He  drives  impetuous  o'er  the  trembling  plain. 
Shall,  at  our  bidding,  quit  his  lawful  prey. 
And  to  meek,  gentle,  gen'rous   Peace  give  way. 

Think  not,  my  fons,  that  this  fo  blefs'd  eftatc 
Stands  at  a  diftance  on  the  roll  of  fate  ; 
Already  big  with  hopes  of  future  fway. 
E'en  from  this  cave  I  fcent  my  deilin'd  prey. 
Think  not,  that  tliis  dominion  o'er  a  race, 
Whofe  former  deeds  fhall  Time's  laft  annals  grace. 
In  the  rough  face  of  peril  mull  be  fought. 
And  with  the  lives  of  thoufands  dearly  bought ; 
No  — fool'd  by  cunning,  by  that  happy  art 
Which  laughs  to  fcorn  the  blundering  hero's  heart. 
Into  the  fnare  Ihall  our  kind  neighbours  fall 
With  open  eyes,  and  fondly  give  us  ail. 

When  Rome,  to  prop  her  fmking  empire,  bore 
Their  choicelt  levies  to  a  foreign  flioi-e. 
What  if  we  feiz'd,  like  a  dellroying  ftood. 
Their  widow'd  plains,  and  iill'd  the  realm  with  blood. 
Gave  an  unbounded  loofe  to  manly  rage. 
And  fcorning  mercy,  fpar'd  nor  fex  nor  a^e  ; 
V/hen,  for  our  int'reft  too  mighty  grown, 
Monarchs  of  warlike  bent  polTcfs'd  the  throne. 
What  if  we  llrove  divifions  to  foment. 
And  fpread  the  flames  of  civil  difccntent, 

G  4.  Allied 
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Afiifted  thofe  who  'gainft  their  king  made  head. 

And  g  »ve  the  traitors  refuge  when  they  fled  ; 

When  reftlefs  Glory  bad  her  Ions  advance. 

And  pitch'd  her  llmdard  in  the  fields  of  France  ; 

What  if,  difdaining  oaths,  and  empty  found. 

By  which  our  nation  never  Ihall  be  bound. 

Bravely  we  taught  unmuzzled  war  to  roam 

'J'hro'  the  weak  land,  and  brought  cheap  laurels  home; 

When  the  hold  traitors  leagu'd  for  the  defence 

Of  Law,  Religion,  Liberty  and  Senfe, 

When  they  againft  their  lawful  monarch  rofe. 

And  dar'd  the  Lord's  Anointed  to  oppofe. 

What  if  v.'e  lliii  rever'd  the  banilh'd  race. 

And  iL-ove  the  Royal  Vagrants  to  replace. 

With  fierce  rebellions  fliook  th'  unfettled  ilate. 

And  greatly  dar'd,  tho'  crofs'd  by  partial  fate  ; 

Thefe  fadls,  wliich  might,  where  v.ifdom.  held  the  fway. 

Awake  the  very  itones  to  bar  our  way. 

There  fhall  be  nothing,  nor  one  .trace  remain  ' 

In  the  dull  region  of  an  Englifn  brain. 

Blefs'd  with  max  faith,  which  mountains  can  remove, 

Firil  they  fliail  dupes,  next  faints,  laft  martyrs  prove. 

Already  is  this  game  of  .fate  begun 
Under  the  fanction  of  my  darling  fon  : 
That  fon,  of  nature  royal  as  his  name. 
Is  defun'd  to  redeem  our  race  from  ihame  ; 
His  boundiffs  pow'r,  beyond  example  great. 
Shall  m.ake  ths  rough  v/ay  fmooth,  the  crcoked  flraight, 
iihall  for  our  eafe  the  raging  floods  reflrain. 
And  fink  the  mountain  level  to  die  plain. 

Difcord* 
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T^ilcord,  whom  in  a  cavern  under  ground 
^^'ith  maiiy  fetters  their  late  Patriot  bound, 
^^"here  her  own  fleili  the  furious  hag  might  tear. 
And  vent  her  curfes  to  the  vacant  air, 
^Vhere,  that  flie  never  might  be  heard  of  more, 
lie  planted  Loyalty  to  guard  the  door, 
J'or  better  purpcfe  fliall  our  Chief  releafe, 
liiiguife  her  for  a  time,  and  call  her  P^ace. 

Lur'd  by  that  name,  fine  engine  of  deceit, 
ShUl  the  weak  Englifli  help  themfelves  to  cheat ; 
'j'o  gain  our  love,  with  honours  fliall  they  grace 

lie  old  adherents  of  the  Stuart  race, 
>  V  ao  pointed  out,  no  matter  by  what  name, 
Tories  or  Jacobites  are  iHll  the  fame, 

o  foothe  our  rage,  the  temporifing  brood 

iv.ll  break  the  ties  of  truth  and  gratitude, 
Againft  their  faviour  venom'd  falihoods  frame. 
And  brand  with  calumny  their  William's  name  ; 
To  win  our  grace,   (rare  argumenrof  wit) 
'fci  our  untainted  faith  faail  they  commit 
(Our  faith  which,  in  extremeil:  per- Is  tried, 
I^ifdain'd,  and  Hill  difdains,  to  change  her  fide) 
That  facred  Majefty  they  all  approve, 
Vv'ho  moil  enjoys,  and  beil  deferves  their  love. 


A  N 
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A    MONGST  the  fons  of  men  how  few  are  known 
J.  \   Vi'ho  dare  be  jufi;  to  merit  not  their  own  ! 
Superior  virtue  and  faperior  fenfe 
To  knaves  and  fools  will  always  give  offence  ; 
Nay,  men  of  real  worth  can  fcarcely  bear. 
So  nice  is  jealoufy,  a  rival  there. 

Be  v.icked  as  thou  v.ilt,  do  all  that's  bafe. 
Proclaim  thyfelf  the  monller  of  thy  race  ; 
Let  Vice  and  Folly  thy  black  Ibul  divide. 
Be  proud  with  meannefs,  and  be  m.ean  with  pride ; 
Deaf  to  the  voice  of  faith  and  honour,  fall 
From  fide  to  fide,  yet  be  of  none  at  all ; 
Spurn  all  thofa  charities,  thofe  facred  ties, 
Vv'hich  Nature  in  her  bounty,  good  as  wife. 
To  work  our  fafety,  and  eniure  her  plan, 
Contriv'd  to  bind,  and  rivet  man  to  man  ; 
Lift  againil  Virtue  power's  oppreflive  rod. 
Betray  thy  country,  and  deny  thy  God  ; 

And, 
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And,  in  one  gen'ral  comprehenfive  line, 

To  group,  which  volunies  fcarcely  could  define, 

Whate'er  of  fin  and  dullnefs  can  be  faid. 

Join  to  a  F 's  heart  a  D 's  h"ad  ; 

Yet  may'll:  thou  pafs  unnotic'd  in  the  throng. 
And,  free  from  envy,  fafely  fneak  along. 
The  rigid  faint,  by  whom  no  mercy's  fhevvn 
To  faints  whofe  lives  are  better  th-in  his  own. 
Shall  fpare  thy  crimes ;  and  Wit,  who  never  once 
Forgave  a  brother,  ihall  forgive  a  dunce. 
But  ihould  thy  foul,  form'd  in  feme  lucklefs  hour. 
Vile  int'reft  fcorn,  nor  madly  grafp  at  pow'r  ; 
Should  love  of  fame,  in  ev'ry  noble  mind 
A  brave  difeafe,  with  love  of  virtue  join'd,  • 
Spur  thee  to  deeds  cf  pith,  where  courage,  tried 
In  Reafon's  court,  is  amply  juluiied  ; 
Or  fond  of  knowledge,  and  averfe  to  flrife, 
Should'fl:  thcu  prefer  the  calmer  "walk  of  life  ; 
Should'il  thou,  by  pale  and  fickly  Study  led, 
Purfue  coy  Science  to  the  fountain-head; 
Virtue  thy  guide,  and  Public  Good  thy  end. 
Should  ev'ry  thought  to  our  improvement  tend. 
To  curb  the  paiTions,  to  enlarge  the  mind. 
Purge  the  iick  weal,  and  humanize  mankind  : 
ilage  in  her  eye,  and  malice  in  her  breail;. 
Redoubled  horror  grinning  on  her  creft. 
Fiercer  each  fnake,  and  fharper  ev'ry  dart. 
Quick  from  her  cell  fhall  madd'ning  Envy  fiart. 
Then  fhalt  thou  find,  but  find  alas  !   too  late. 
How  vain  is  worth  !   how  flicrt  is  glory's  date  ! 

Then 
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Then  fhalt  thou  find,  whilft  friends  with  foes  confpirc 
To  give  more  proof  than  virtue  would  defire. 
Thy  danger  chiefly  lies  in  adling  well ; 
No  crime's  fo  great  as  daring  to  excel. 
Whilft  Satire  thus,  difdaining  mean  controuL, 
Urg'd  the  free  diftates  of  an  honeft  foul. 
Candour,  who,  with  the  charity  of  Paid, 
Still  thinks  the  beft,  whene'er  ihe  thinks  at  all. 
With  the  fweet  milk  of  human  kindnefs  blefs'd. 
The  furious  ardour  of  my  zeal  reprefs'd. 

Can'll  thou,  with  more  than  ufual  warmth,  fhe  cry'd. 
Thy  malice  to  indulge,   and  feed  thy  pride, 
Cati'lt  thou,  fevere  by  Nature  as  thou  art. 
With  all  that  wond'rous  rancour  in  thy  heart. 
Delight  to  torture  Truth  t  n  thoufand  ways. 
To  fpin  detradlion  forth  from  themes  of  praife. 
To  make  Vice  fit  for  purpofes  of  llrife. 
And  draw  the  hag  much  larger  than  the  life. 
To  make  the  good  fcem  bad,  the  bad  feem  worfe. 
And  reprefent  our  nature  as  our  curfe  ? 
Doth  not  humanity  condemn  that  zeal 
Which  tends  to  aggravate  and  not  to  heal  ? 
Doth  not  difcretion  warn  thee  of  difgrace. 
And  danger  grinning  ftare  thee  in  the  face  ; 
Loud  as  the  drum,  which  fpreading  terror  round 
From  emptinefs  acquires  the  pow'r  of  found  ? 
Doth  not  the  voice  of  Norton  flrike  thy  ear. 
And  the  pale  Mansfield  chill  thy  foul  v/ith  fear  ? 
Do'ft  thou,  fond  man,  believe  thyfelf  fecure, 
Bccaufe  thou'rt  honeft,  and  becaufc  thou'rt  poor  ? 

Do'ft 
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Do'll  thou  on  law  and  liberty  depend  ? 

Turn,  turn  thy  eyes,  and  view  thy  injur'd  f:-iend. 

Art  thou  beyond  the  ruffian  gripe  of  pow'r  ? 

When  Wilkes,  prejudged,  is  fentenc'd  to  the  Tow'r? 

Do'ft  thou  by  privilege  exemption  claim. 

When  privilege  is  little  more  than  name  ? 

Or  to  prerogative  (that  glorious  ground 

Oil  which  ilate-fcoundrcls  oft  have  fafety  found) 

Do'll  thou  pretend,  and  there  a  fancticn  find, 

Unpunilh'd,  thus  to  libel  human  kind  ? 

When  poverty,  the  poet's  conllant  crime, 
Com.peli'd  thee,  all  unfit,  to  trade  in  rime. 
Had  not  romantic  notions  turn'd  thy  head, 
Had'lt  thou  not  valu'd  honour  more  than  bread. 
Had  int'reil,  pliant  int'reil,  been  thy  guide. 
And  had  not  prudence  been  debauch'd  by  pride. 
In  flatt'ry's  flream  thou  would'll  have  dipp'd  thy  pen. 
Applied  to  great,  and  net  to  honcit  men. 
Nor  fhould  convidion  have  feduc'd  thy  heart 
To  take  the  weaker  tho'  the  better  part. 

What  but  rank  folly,  for  thy  curie  decreed. 
Could  into  Satire's  barren  path  miflead. 
When,  open  to  thy  view,  before  thee  lay 
Soul-foothing  Panegyric's  flow'ry  way  ? 
There  might  the  Mufe  have  faunt^r'd  at  her  eafe. 
And,  pleafmg  others,  learn'd  herfelf  to  pleafe  ; 
Lords  fnould  have  lilten'd  to  the  fugar'd  treat. 
And  ladies,  fimp'ring,  own'd  it  vallly  fweet : 
Rogues,  in  thy  prudent  verfe  with  virtue  grac'd, 
fools,  rr.ark'd  by  thee  as  prodigies  cf  talle, 

Muil 
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Muf|  have  forbid,  pouring  preferments  down. 
Such  Wit,  fach  Truth  as  thine  to  cjuit  the  gown. 
Thy  facred  brethren  too  (for  they  no  Icfs 
Than  laymen,  bring  their  ofF'rhigs  to  fuccefs) 
Kad  hail'd  thee  good  if  great,  and  paid  the  v(;vv 
Suicere'as   that  they  pay  to  God,  whilll:  thou 
In  la-uin  hadit  whifper'd  to  a  fleeping  croud. 
As  dull  as  R ,  and  half  as  proud. 

Peace,  Candour!— Wifely  had'ft  thou  faid,  and  well> 
Could  int'relt  in  this  breait  one  moment  dwell. 
Could  Ih'C,  with  profpeft  of  luccefs,  oppofe 
The  firm  refolves  which  from  conviftion  rofe. 
I  cannot  truckle  to  a  foci  of  ftate. 
Nor  take  a  favour  from  the  man  I  hate. 
Free  leave  have  others  by  fuch  means  to  fhine  ; 
I  fcc»a  their  praftice,  they  may  laugh  at  mine. 

But  in  ti^.ib  charge,  forgetful  of  thyfelf. 
Thou  hall  aiTum'd  the  maxims  of  that  elf. 
Whom  God  in  wrath  for  man's  difhonour  fram'd. 
Cunning  in  Heav'n,  amongd  us  Prudence  nam'd, 
T\\zX.fer-jile  Prudence  which  I  leave  to  thofe 
Who  dare  r.ot  be  my  friends,  can't  be  my  foes. 

Kad  I  with  cruel  and  opprefTive  rimes 
Purfu'd,  and  turn'd  misfortunes  into  crimes ; 
Had  I,  when  Virtue  gafping  lay  and  low, 
Join'd  tyrant  Vice,  and  added  woe  to  woe  ; 
Had  I  made  Mcdefly  in  blufhes  fpeak. 
And  drawn  the  tear  down  Beauty's  facred  check  ; 
Plad  I  (damn'd  then)  in  thought  debas'd  m.y  lays. 
To  Vv'ound  that  fex  which  honour  bids  me  praifc ; 

Had 
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Had  I,  from  vengeance  by  bafe  views  betray'd, 

incndlcls  night  lunk  injur'd  Ayliff 's  (hade  ; 

Had  I  (which  Satirifts  of  mighty  name, 

Renown'd  in  rime,  rever'd  for  jnoral  fame. 

Have  done  before,  whom  Juftice  fhall  purfue 

In  future  verfe)  brought  forth  to  public  view 

A  noble  friend,  and  made  his  foibles  known, 

Becaufe  his  worth  was  greater  than  my  own  ; 

Had  1  fpar'd  thofe  (fo  Prudence  had  decreed) 

Whom,  God  fo  help  me  at  my  greatefl  need, 

I  ne'er  will  fpare,  thofe  vipers  to  their  King, 

Who  fmooth  their  looks,  and  flatter  v.'hilft  they  fling. 

Or  had  I  not  taught  patriot  zeal  to  boaft 

Of  thofe,  who  flatter  leaft,  but  love  him  moft  ; 

Had  I  thus  fmn'd,  my  ftubborn  faul  fhould  bend 

At  Candour's  voice,  and  take,  as  from  a  friend. 

The  deep  rebuke  ;   myfelf  fliould  be  the  firft 

To  hate  myfelf,  and  ftamp  my  Mufe  accurs'd. 

But  fliall  my  arm— forbid  it  manly  pride. 
Forbid  it  Reafon,  warring  on  my  fide— 
For  vengeance  lifted  high,  the  firoke  forbear. 
And  liang  fufpended  in  the  defart  air. 
Or  to  my  trembling  fide  unnerv'd  fink  down, 
Palfied,  forfooth,  by  Candour's  half-made  frown  t 
When  Juftice  bids  me  on,  fliall  I  delay 
Becaufe  iniipid  Candour  bars  my  way  ? 
W'hen  file,  of  all  alike  the  puling  friend. 
Would  difappoint  my  Satire's  nobleft  end, 
W^hen  fne  to  villains  would  a  fandlion  give. 
And  ihelter  thofe  who  are  not  fit  to  live. 

When 
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When  fhe  would  fcreen  the  guilty  from  a  blnfli. 
And  bids  me  fpare  whom  Reafon  bids  me  crulh. 
All  leagues  with  Candour  proudly  I  refign  ; 
She  cannot  be  for  honour's  turn,  nor  mine. 

Yet  come,  cold  monitor,  half  foe,  half  fiiend, 
Vv'^hom  Vice  can't  fear,  whom  Virtue  can't  commend. 
Come  Candour,  by  thy  dull  indiif'rer.ce  known. 
Thou  equ:ii-blood;;d  judge,  thou  lukewarm  drone. 
Who,  fafliion'd  without  feehngs,  doll  expeft. 
We  call  that  Virtue  which  v/e  know  Defect ; 
Come,  and  obferve  the  nature  of  our  crimes. 
The  grofs  and  rank  complexion  of  the  times, 
Obferve  it  well,  and  then  review  my  plan; 
Praife  if  you  will,  or  cenfure  if  you  can. 

Vv'hilil;  Vice  prefumptucus  lords  it  as  in  fport. 
And  Piety  is  only  known  at  court; 
Whilit  wretched  Liberty  expiring  lies 
Eeneath  the  fatal  burth;;n  of  Exciie; 
Whilil  nobles  aft,  without  one  touch  of  fhame. 
What  men  of  humble  rank  would  blufn  to  name  ; 
Whiift  Honour's  plac'd  in  higheil  point  of  view, 
V/orfhipp'd  by  thofe,  who  juftice  never  knew; 
Whillt  bubbles  of  diRindion  wafle  in  play 
The  hours  of  reft,  and  blunder  thro'  the  d  y. 
With  dice  and  cards  opprobrious  vigils  keep. 
Then  turn  to  ruin  em.pires  in  their  fleep  ; 
Whiift:  fathers,  by  relentlefs  pafficn  led. 
Doom  worthy  injur'd  fons  to  beg  their  bread. 
Merely  with  ill -got,  ill-fuv'd  wealth  to  grace 
An  alien,  abjeft,  poor,  proud,  upllart  race  ; 

Wliihl 
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Whilll  Martin  flatters  only  to  betray. 
And  Webb  gives  up  his  dirty  foul  for  pay  ; 
W^hilll:  titles  ierve  to  hufh  a  villain's  fears  ; 
Whilll  peers  are  agents  made,  and  agents  peers  ; 
Whilft  bafe  betrayers  are  themfelves  betray'd. 
And  makers  ruin'd  by  the  thing  they  made  ; 

Whilil  C ,  falfe  to  God  and  man,  for  gold. 

Like  the  old  traitor  who  a  Saviour  fold. 

To  fhame  his  mafter,  friend,  and  father  gives  ; 

Whilil:  Bute  remains  in  pow'r,  whilft  Holland  lives  ; 

Can  Satire  v/ant  a  fubjeft,  where  Difdain, 

By  Virtue  fir'd,  may  point  her  fharpeft  Ilrain  ; 

Where  cloath'd  with  thunder.  Truth  may  roil  alongj 

And  Candour  juftify  the  rage  of  fong  i 

Such  things!   fuch  men  before  thee  !   fuch  an  age  ! 
Where  Rancour,  great  as  thine,  may  glut  her  rage. 
And  {icken  e'en  to  furfeit,  where  the  pride 
Of  Satire,  pouring  dovi'n  in  fulleft  tide. 
May  fpread  wide  vengeance  round,  yet  all  the  while 
J  uftice  behold  the  ruin  with  a  fmile  ; 
Whilft  I,  thy  foe  mifdeem'd,  cannot  condemn. 
Nor  difapprove  that  rage  I  wifh  to  ftem, 
W'ilt  thou,  degen'rate  and  corrupted,  chufe 
To  foil  the  credit  of  thy  haughty  Mufe  ? 
With  fallacy,  moft  infamous,  to  ftain 
Her  truth,  and  render  all  her  anger  vain  ? 
When  I  beheld  thee  incorredl,  but  bold, 
A  various  com.ment  on  the  ftage  unfold  ; 
When  play'rs  on  play'rs  before  thy  fat're  fell. 
And  poor  Reviews  confpir'd  thy  wrath  to  {weU  ; 

Vol.  LXVL  H  Whe« 


98  CHURCHILL'S     POEMS. 

"When  ftates  and  ftatefmen  next  became  thy  care. 
And  only  kings  were  fafe  if  thou  waft  there  ; 
Thy  ev^ry  word  I  weigh'd  in  Judgment's  fcale. 
And  in  thy  ev'ry  word  found  truth  prevail. 
Why  dolt  thou  now  to  falfhood  meanly  fly  ? 
Not  even  Candour  can  forgive  a  Ive. 

Bad  as  men  are,  why  fhould  thy  frantic  rimes 
Traffic  in  flander,  and  invent  new  crimes  ? 
Crimes,  which  exiiling  only  in  thy  mind. 
Weak  fpleen  brings  forth  to  blacken  all  mankind. 
By  pleafmg  hopes  we  lure  the  human  heart 
To  pradife  virtue,  and  improve  in  art ; 
To  thwart  thefe  ends,   (which  proud  of  honeft  fame, 
A  noble  Mufe  would  cherifh  and  enfiame) 
Thy  drudge  contrives,  and  in  our  full  career 
Sicklies  our  hopes  with  the  pale  hue  of  fear  j 
Tells  us  that  all  our  labours  are  in  vain  ; 
That  what  we  feek,  we  never  can  obtain  ; 
That  dead  to  Virtue,  loft  to  Nature's  plan. 
Envy  poflelTes  the  whole  race  of  man  ; 
That  worth  is  criminal,  and  danger  lies. 
Danger  extreme,  in  being  good  and  wife. 

'Tis  a  rank  falftiood  ;  fearch  the  world  around. 
There  cannot  be  fo  vile  a  monfter  found. 
Not  one  fo  vile,  on  whom  fufpicions  fall 
Of  that  grofs  guilt,  which  you  impute  to  all. 
Approv'd  by  thofe  who  difobey  her  laws. 
Virtue  from  Vice  itfelf  extorts  applaufe. 
Her  very  foes  bear  witnefs  to  her  ftate ; 
They  will  not  love  her,  but  they  cannot  hate. 

Hkt« 
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Hate  A'irtue  for  hericlf,  with  fpite  piirfue 

Merit  for  merit's  fake  !  Might  this  be  true, 

I  would  renounce  my  Nature  with  difdain. 

And  with  the  bealb  that  perifli  graze  the  plain : 

Might  this  be  true,  had  we  (o  far  fill'd  up 

Th:  meafure  of  our  crimes,  and  from  the  cud 

Of  guilt  fo  deeply  drank,  as  not  to  find, 

I'hirlHng  for  fin,  one  drop,  one  dreg  behind, 

C^ick  ruin  muil  involve  this  flaming  ball. 

And  Providence  in  julHce  crufh  us  all. 

None  but  the  damn'd,  and  amcngfv  them  the  worflj 

Thofe  who  for  double  guilt  are  doubly  curs'd. 

Can  be  fo  loll: ;  nor  can  the  worft  of  all 

At  once  into  fuch  deep  damnation  fall  ; 

Ev  painful  flow  degrees  they  reach  this  crime, 

Vy'hich  e'en  hi  hell  mull  be  a  work  of  time. 

Ceafe  then  thy  guilty  rage,  thou  wayward  fon. 

With  the  foul  gall  of  difcontent  ~o'er-run, 

Liil  to  my  voice — be  honefl,  if  yuu  can. 

Nor  flander  Nature  in  her  fav'rite  Man. 

But  if  thy  fpirit,  refolute  in  ill. 

Once  having  err'd,  pcrfifts  in  error  flilf. 

Go  on  at  large,  no  longer  worth  my  care. 

And  freely  vent  thofe  blafphemies  m  air, 

Which  I  would  llamp  as  falfe,  tho'  on  the  tongue 

Of  angels  the  injurious  flander  hung. 

Dup'd  by  thy  vanity  (that  cunning  elf 
Who  fnares  the  coxcomb  to  deceive  himfelf ) 
Or  blinded  by  that  rage,  did'll  thou  believe 
That  we  too,,  coolly,  v/ould  ourfclves  deceive  ? 

H  2  That 
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That  we  as  fterling  falfhood  would  admit, 
Becaufe  'twas  feafon'd  with  fome  little  wit  i 
When  fiftion  rifes  pleaiitig  to  the  eye. 
Men  will  believe,  becaufe  they  love  the  lie  ; 
But  Truth  herfelf,  if  clouded  with  a  i'rown, 
Muft  have  fome  lolemn  proof  to  pafs  her  down. 
Haft  thou,  maintaining  that  which  muft  difgrace 
And  bring  into  contempt  the  human  race. 
Haft  thou,  or  can'ft  thou,  in  Truth's  facred  court. 
To  fave  thy  credit,  and  thy  caufe  fupport, 
Produce  one  proof,  make  out  one  real  ground 
On  which  fo  great,  fo  grofs  a  charge  to  found  ! 
Nay,  do'ft  thou  know  one  man  (let  that  appear. 
From  wilful  falftiood  I'll  proclaim  thee  clear) 
One  man  fo  loft,  to  Nature  fo  untrue. 
From  whom  thio  gen'ral  charge  thy  raflinefs  drew  ? 
On  this  foundation  ftialt  thou  lland  or  fall — 
Prove  that  in  One,  which  you  have  cbarg'd  on  AIL- 
Reafon  determines,  and  it  muft  be  done  ; 
'Mongft  men,  or  paft,  or  prcfent,  name  me  One. 
Hogarth — I  take  thee.  Candour,  at  thy  word. 
Accept  thy  profter'd  terms,  and  will  be  heard  ; 
Thee  have  I  heard  with  virulence  declaim. 
Nothing  retain'd  of  Candour  but  the  name; 
By  thee  have  I  been  charg'a  in  angry  ftrains 
With  that  me*. a  falfiiood  v/hich  my  foul  difdains— 
Hogarth  ftand  forth — Nay  hang  not  thus  aloof— 
Now,  Candour,  now  thou  Ihalt  receive  fuch  proof. 
Such  damning  proof,  that  henceforth  thou  ftaalt  fear 
To  tax  my  wrath,  and  own  my  condutS  clear — 

Hoo-arth 
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Hogarth  ftand  forth — I  dare  thee  to  be  tried 

In  that  great  court,  where  C  onfcience  mufl  preflde  ;_ 

At  that  moft  iblemn  bar  hold  up  thy  hand  ; 

Think  before  whom,  on  what  account  you  ftand— .^^ 

Speak,  but  confider  wel! — from  firft  to  laft 

Review  thy  life,  weigh  ev'ry  adtion  paft — 

Nay,  you  fhall  have  no  reafon  to  complain— 

Take  longer  time,  and  view  them  o'er  again — 

Can'll  thou  remember  from  thy  earlieft  youth. 

And  as  thy  God  muft  judge  thee,  fpeak  the  truth, 

A  fmgle  inftance  where,  Jelf  laid  afide. 

And  juilice  taking  place  of  fear  and  pride. 

Thou  with  an  equal  eye  did'ft  Genius  view. 

And  give  to  merit  what  was  merit's  due  ? 

Genius  and  merit  are  a  fure  offence. 

And  thy  foul  fickens  at  the  name  of  fenfe. 

Is  any  one  fo  fooliiii  to  fucceed. 

On  Envy's  altar  he  is  doom'd  to  bleed? 

Hogarth,  a  guilty  pleafure  in  his  eyes. 

The  place  of  executioner  fupplies. 

See  how  he  glotes,  enjoys  the  facred  feaft. 

And  proves  himfelf  by  cruelty  a  priell. 

Whilil  the  weak  artift,  to  thy  whims  a  flave. 
Would  bury  all  thofe  pow'rs  which  Nature  ga/e. 
Would  fuffer  blank  concealment  to  obfcure 
Thofe  rays,  thy  jealoufy  could  not  endure  j 
To  feed  thy  vanity  would  ruft  unknown. 
And  to  fecure  thy  credit  blalt  his  own. 
In  Hogarth  he  was  fare  to  find  a  friend  ; 
He  could  not  fear,  and  therefore  might  commend. 

H'^  But 
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But  when  his  fplrit,  rous'd  by  honefl  fhamt,-. 
Shook  off  t'lat  lethargy,  and  foar'd  to  fame. 
When,  with  the  pride  of  man,  refoh^'d  and  ftrong. 
He  fcorn'd  thofe  fears  which  did  his  honour  wrong, 
And,  on  himfelf  determin'd  to  rely. 
Brought  forth  his  labours  to  the  public  eye. 
No  friend  in  thee,   could  fuch  a  rebel  know  ; 
He  had  defert,  and  Hogarth  was  his  foe. 

Souls  of  a  tim'rous  caft,  of  petty  name 
In  Envy's  court, 'not  yet  quite  dead  to  fliame. 
May  fome  remorfe,  feme  qualms  of  confcience  feel. 
And  fuffer  honour  to  abate  their  Ktal; 
But  the  man  truly  and  ccmpleatly  great. 
Allows  no  rule  of  action  but  his  hate  ; 
Thro'  ev'ry  bar  he  bravely  breaks  his  way, 
Paluon  his  principle,  and  parts  his  prey. 
Mediums  in  vice  and  virtue  fpeak  a  mind 
Within  the  pale- of  temperance  confin'd  ; 
The  daring  fpirit  fcorns  her  narrow  fchemes. 
And,  good  or  bad,  is  always  in  extremes. 

Man's  praddce  duly  weigh'd,  thro'  ev'ry  age 
On  the  fame  plan  hath  Envy  form'd  her  rage  : 
'Gainft  thofe  whom  fortune  hath  our  rivals  made 
Jn  way  of  Science,  and  in  way  cf  Trade, 
Stung  with  mean  jealoufy  ihc  arms  her  fpite, 
Firit  works,  then  views  their  ruin  with  delight. 
Our  Hogarth  here  a  grand  improver  fiiines. 
And  nobly  on  the  general  plan  rehnes  ; 
He  like  himfelf  o'erleaps  the  fervile  bound  ; 
Worth  is  his  mark,  \vUerc\  er  worth  is  found. 

Should 
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Should  painters  only  his  valt  wrath  fuffice  ? 
Genius  in  ev'ry  walk  is  lawful  prize. 
'Tis  a  grofs  infult  to  his  o'ergrown  ftate  ; 
His  love  to  merit  is  to  feel  his  hate. 

When  Wilkes,  our  countryman,  our  common  friend, 
Aroie,  his  king,  his  country  to  defend, 
When  tools  of  pow'r  he  bar'd  to  public  view. 
And  from  their  holes  the  fneaking  cowards  drew. 
When  Rancour  found  it  far  beyond  her  reach 
To  foil  his  honour,  and  his  truth  impeach. 
What  could  induce  thee,  at  a  time  and  place. 
Where  manly  foes  had  blulh'd  to  fhew  their  face. 
To  make  that  effort,  which  muil  damn  thy  name. 
And  fink  thee  deep,  deep  in  thy  grave  with  fhame .' 
Did  virtue  move  thee  i  No,  'twas  pride,  rank  pride. 
And  if  thou  hadll  not  done  it,  thou  hadft  dy'd. 
Malice  (who,  difappointed  of  her  end, 
V/iether  to  work  the  bane  of  foe  or  friend. 
Preys  on  herfelf,  and  driven  to  the  ftake. 
Gives  Virtue  that  revenge  fhe  fcorns  to  take) 
Had  kiU'd  thee,  tott'ring  on  life's  utmoft  verge. 
Had  Wilkes  and  Liberty  efcap'd  thy  fcourge. 

When  tliat  great  Charter,  which  our  fathers  bought 
With  their  belt  blood,  was  into  queftion  brought ; 
Vv'hen,  big  with  ruin,  o'er  each  Englifh  head 
Vile  flav'ry  hung  fufpended  by  a  thread  ; 
When  Liberty,  all  trembling  and  aghaft, 
Fear'd  ibr  the  future,  knowing  what  was  pall  ; 
Whjn  ev'ry  breall  was  chiil'd  with  deep  defpair. 
Till  reafoa  poiated  out  that  Pratt  was  there  ; 

H  4  Lurking, 


ie4  CHURCHILL'S     POEMS. 

Lurking,  moft  ruffian-like,  behind  a  fcreen. 
So  plac'd  all  things  to  fee,  himfelf  unfeen. 
Virtue,  with  due  contempt,  faw  Hogarth  fcand. 
The  murd'rous  pencil  in  his  palfied  hand. 
What  was  the  caufe  of  Liberty  to  him. 
Or  what  was  Honour  ?   Let  them  fink  or  fwim. 
So  he  may  gratify  without  controul. 
The  mean  refentments  of  his  felfifh  foul. 
Let  Freedom  perifh,  if,  to  Freedom  true. 
In  the  fame  ruin  Wilkes  may  perifh  too. 
With  all  the  fymptoms  of  aiTur'd  decay. 
With  age  and  ficknels  pinch'd,  and  worn  away. 
Pale  quiv'ring  lips,  lank  cheeks,  and  fault'ring  tongue. 
The  fpirits  out  of  tune,  the  nerves  unftrung. 
Thy  body  fhrivell'd  up,  thy  dim  eyes  funk 
Within  their  fockets  deep,  thy  weak  hams  flirunk 
The  body's  weight  unable  to  fuftain. 
The  ftream  of  life  fcarce  trembling  thro'  the  vein. 
More  than  half-kill'd  by  honell  truths,  which  fell. 
Thro'  thy  own  fault,  from  men  who  wiih'd  thee  well, 
Can'fi  thou,  e'en  thus,  thy  thoughts  to  vengeance  give. 
And,  dead  to  all  things  elfe,  to  malice  live  ? 
Hence,  dotard,  to  thy  clof-t,  fnut  thee  in. 
By  deep  repentance  wafh  away  thy  fm. 
From  haimts  of  men  to  fhame  and  forrow  fiy. 
And,  on  the  verge  of  death,  learn  how  to  die. 
Vain  exhortation  !    Wafh  the  Ethiop  white, 
Difcharge  the  leopard's  fpots,  turn  day  to  night, 
Controul  the  ccurfe  of  Natuie,  bid  the  deep 
Hulh  at  thy  pigrny  voice  her  waves  to  ileep, 

Perform 
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Perform  things  paffing  ftrange,  yet  own  thv  art 
loo  weak  to  work  a  change  lU  iuch  a  heart. 
That  Envy  which  was  woven  in  the  frame 
At  firft,  wiil  to  tiie  lafl:  remain  the  fame. 
Reafon  may  droop,  may  die,  but  Envy's  rage 
J  niproves  by  time,  and  gathers  ftrength  from  age. 
Some,  and  not  few,  vain  triflers  with  the  pen. 
Unread,  unpraftis'd  in  the  ways  of  men. 
Tell  us  that  Envy,  who  with  giant  ibide 
Stalks  thro'  the  vale  of  life  by  Virtue's  fide. 
Retreats  when  fhe  hath  drawn  her  lateft  breath, 
And  calmly  hears  her  praifes  after  death. 
To  fuch  cbfervers  Hogarth  gives  the  lie  ; 
Worth  may  be  hears'd,  but  Envy  cannot  die  ; 
Within  the  manfion  of  his  gloomy  breail, 
A  manfion  fuited  v/eli  to  fuch  a  gueft. 
Immortal,  unimpair'd  fhe  rears  her  head, 
And  damns  alike  the  living  and  the  dead. 

Oft  have  I  known  thee,  Kogarth,  weak  and  vain, 
Thyfelf  the  idol  of  thy  aukward  ftrain. 
Thro'  the  dull  meafare  of  a  fummer's  day. 
In  phrafe  moil  vile,  prate  long  long  hours  av/ay, 
Whilil  friends  with  friends  all  gaping  fit,  and  gaze 
To  hear  a  Hogarth  babble  Hogarth's  praife. 
Eut  if  athvvart  thee  irterruption  came. 
And  mention'd  with  refpcLl  iome  ancient's  name. 
Some  ancient  s  name,  Vi'ho  in  the  days  of  yore 
The  crown  of  Art  with  greateft  honour  wore. 
How  have  I  feen  thy  coward  cheek  turn  pale. 
And  blank  confufion  fcize  thy  mangled  tale  ! 

How 
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How  hath  thy  jealoufy  to  madnefs  grown. 

And  deem'd  his  praife  injurious  to  thy  own  ! 

Then  without  mercy  did  thy  wrath  make  way. 

And  Arts  and  Artifts  all  bscame  thy  prey  ; 

Then  did'll:  thou  trample  on  eftablifh'd  rules. 

And  proudly  levell'd  all  the  ancient  fchools, 

ConJemn'd  thofe  works,  with  praife  thro'  ages  grac'd. 

Which  you  had  never  feen,  or  could  not  tafte. 

*'  But  would  mankind  have  true  perfeftion  fhewn, 

*'  It  mull  be  found  in  labours  of  my  own. 

"  I  dare  to  challenge  in  one  fingle  piece, 

"  Th'  united  force  of  Italy  and  Greece." 

Thy  eager  hand  the  curtain  then  undrew. 

And  brought  the  boafted  mailer-piece  to  view. 

Spare  thy  remarks — fay  not  a  fmgle  word  — 

The  pifture  feen,  why  is  the  painter  heard  ? 

Call  not  up  fhame  and  anger  in  our  cheeks  ; 

Witho.  t  a  comment  Sigifmunda  fpeaks. 

Poor  Sigifmunda  !    what  a  fate  is  thine  ! 
Dryden,  the  great  High-Priell  of  all  the  Nine, 
Reviv'd  thy  name,  gave  vv'hat  a  Mufe  could  give. 
And  in  his  numbers  bade  thy  mem'ry  live  ; 
Gave  thee  thofe  foft  fenfations,  Vv'hich  might  move 
And  warm  the  coldell  anchorite  to  love  ; 
Gave  thee  that  virtue  which  could  curb  defire. 
Refine  and  confecrate  love's   headftrong  fire  ; 
Gave  thee  thofe  griefs  which  made  the  lloic  feel, 
A.nd  call'd  compafHon  forth  from  hearts  of  Heel ; 
Gave  thee  chat  firmnefs  which  our  fex  may  fliame, 

And  make  Man  bow  to  Woman's  juder  claim. 

So 
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eo  that  our  tears,  which  from  compaffion  flow. 

Seem  to  Jebafe  thy  dignity  of  woe. 

}:ut  O,  how  much  unlike  !   how  fall'ii  !  how  chang'd ! 

Kowmuch  from  Nature  and  herfelf  eltrang'd  ! 

How  totally  depriv'd  of  all  the  pow'rs 

To  fhew  her  feelings,  and  awaken  ours. 

Doth  Sigifmunda  now  devoted  ftand. 

The  helplcfs  vidim  of  a  Dauber's  hand  ! 

But  why,  //y  Hogarth,  fuch  a  progrefs  made. 
So  rare  a  pattern  for  the  fign-poll  trade. 
In  the  full  force  and  whirlwind  of  thy  pride. 
Why  was  /jV/'c/c  painting  laid  afide  ? 
Why  is  it  not  refum'd  ?  Thy  friends  at  court. 
Men  all  in  place  and  pow'r,  crave  thy  fupport ; 
Be  grateful  then  for  once,  and,  thro'  the  field 
Of  politics,  thy  E/>ic  pencU  wield. 
Maintain  the  caufe,  which  they,  good  lack  !   avow. 
And  would  maintain  too,  but  they  know  not  how. 

Thro'  ev'ry  Pannel  let  thy  virtue  tell 
How  Bute  prevail'd.  How  Pitt  and  Temple  fell  ! 
How  England's  fons  (whom  they  confpir'd  to  blefs 
Againll  our  will,  with  infolent  iuccefs) 
xipprove  their  fall,  and  with  addreffes  run. 
How  got,  God  knows,  to  hail  the  Scottiili  fun  ! 
.Point  out  our  fame  in  war,  when  vengeance,  hurl'd 
From  the  flrong  arm  of  Jullice,  lliook  the  world ; 
Thine,  and  thy  country's  honour  to  encreale. 
Point  out  the  honours  of  fucceeding  peace ; 
Our  moderation,  chrillian-like,  difplay. 
Shew  what  we  got,  and  vvliat  we  gave  away. 

In 
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In  colours,  dull  and  heavy  as  the  tale. 
Let  a  6'/rt/e'-cliaos  thro'  the  whole  prevail. 

But,  of  events  regardlefs,  wliilil  the  Mufc, 
Perhaps  with  too  much  heat,  her  theme  purfues  ; 
Whilft  her  quick  fpirits  roul'e  at  Freedom's  call. 
And  ev'ry  drop  of  blood  is  turn'd  to  gall  ; 
Whilft  a  dear  country,  and  an  injur'd  friend. 
Urge  my  ftrong  anger  to  the  bltt'reft  end  ; 
Vv'hilit  honeft  trophies  to  revenue  are  rais'd. 
Let  not  one  real  virtue  pafs  unprais'd  : 
Juftice  with  equal  courfe  bids  Satire  flow. 
And  loves  the  virtue  of  her  greateft  foe. 

O  I  that  I  here  could  that  rare  Virtue  mean, 
Which  fcorns  the  rule  of  Envy,  Pride,  and  Spleen, 
Which  fprings  not  from  the  labour'd  vi'orks  of  Art, 
But  hath  its  rife  from  Nature  in  the  heart. 
Which  in  itfelf  with  happinefs  is  crown'd. 
And  Ipreads  with  joy  the  blefiing  all  around  ! 
But  Truth  forbids,  and  in  thcfe  fimple  lays. 
Contented  with  a  diff'rent  kind  of  praife, 
MuIl  Hogarth  ftand  :    that  praife  which  Genius  gives. 
In  which  to  lateft  time  the  Artijl  lives. 
Bat  not  the  Man  ;  which,  rightly  underflood. 
May  make  us  great,  but  cannot  make  us  good  ; 
That  praife  be  Hcgarth's  ;  freely  let  him  v/ear 
The  wreath  which  Genius  wove,  and  planted  there. 
Foe  as  I  am,  fliould  Envy  tear  it  down, 
Myfelf  would  labour  to  replace  the  crown. 

In  walks  of  humour,  in  that  cafe  of  ilyle. 
Which,  probing  to  the  quick,  yet  makes  us  fmile  ; 

1b 
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In  Comedy,  his  nat'ral  road  to  fame. 
Nor  let  me  call  it  by  a  meaner  name. 
Where  a  beginning,  middle,  and  an  end 
Are  aptly  join'd  ;  where  parts  on  parts  depend. 
Each  made  for  each,  as  bodies  for  their  foul. 
So  as  to  form  one  true  and  perfeft  whole. 
Where  a  plain  ftory  to  the  eye  is  told. 
Which  we  conceive  the  moment  we  behold, 
Kogarth  unrivall'd  ftands,  and  ihall  engage 
Unrivall'd  praife  to  the  moil  dillant  age. 

How  could'il  thou  then  to  fname  perverfely  run. 
And  tread  that  path  which  Nature  bade  thee  Ihun  ? 
Why  did  Ambition  overleap  her  rules. 
And  thy  vail:  parts  become  the  fpor:  of  fools  ? 
By  dift 'rent  methods  diiT'rent  men  excel. 
But  where  is  he  v/ho  can  do  all  things  well? 
Kumour  thy  province,  for  fome  m.cnftrous  crime 
Pride  ftruck  thee  with  the  phrenzy  of  Sublime. 
But,  when  the  work  was  finifli'd,  could  thy  mind 
So  pai-tial  be,  and  to  herfelf  fo  blind. 
What  with  contempt  all  view'd,  to  view  with  awe. 
Nor  fee  thofe  faults  which  ev'ry  blockhead  faw  I 
BluHi,  thou  vain  man,  and  iPdelire  of  fame. 
Founded  on  real  Art,  thy  thoughts  inflame. 
To  quick  dellru(5llon  Sigifmunda  give. 
And  let  her  mem'ry  die,  that  thine  may  live. 

Bat  fhould  fond  Candour,  for  her  mercy  fake. 
With  pity  view,  and  pardon  this  miftake ; 
Or  fhould  oblivion,  to  thy  wifh  moft  kind. 
Wipe  off  that  ftain,  nor  leave  one  trace  behind ; 

Of 
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Of  Arts  deff.is'd,  of  Artifls  by  thy  ficwn 

u4^'/d from  jiijl  hopes,  of  rifing  a)Jonh  kept  doiisn. 

Of  all  thy  meannefs  thro'  this  mortal  race, 

Can'ft  thou  the  living  memory  erafe  ? 

Or  ihall  not  vengeance  follow  to  the  grave. 

And  give  back  juft  that  meafure  which  you  gave  ? 

With  fo  much  merits  and  fo  much  fuccefs. 

With  fo  much  pow'r  to  curfe,  fo  much  to  blefs. 

Would  he  have  been  m.an's  iriend  inftead  of  foe, 

Hogarth  had  been  a  little  God  below. 

Why  then,  like  favage  giants,  fam'd  of  old. 

Of  whom  in  fcripture  ftory  we  are  told, 

Doft  thou  in  cruelty  that  flrength  employ. 

Which  Nature  meant  to  fa\e,  not  to  deliroy  ? 

Why  doft  thou,  al!  in  horrid  pomp  array'd. 

Sit  grinning  o'er  the  ruins  thou  hall:  made  ? 

Moll  rank  Ill-nature  mull  applaud  thy  art ; 

But  even  Candour  mull  condemn  thy  heart. 

For  me,  who  warm  and  zealous  for  my  friend. 
In  fpite  of  railing  thoufands,  will  commend. 
And,  no  lefs  warm  and  zealous  'gainll  my  foes. 
Spite  of  commending  thoufands,  will  oppofe, 
I  dare  thy  vvorll,  with  fcorn  behold  thy  rage. 
Bat  with  an  eye  of  pity  view  thy  age  ; 
Thy  feeble  age,  in  v/hich,  as  in  a  glafs, 
We  fee  how  men  to  dillblution  pafs. 
Thou  ivreiched  Beingt  whom,  on  Reafon's  plan, 
So  chang'd,  fo  loll,  I  cannot  call  a  man. 
What  could  perfuade  thee,  at  this  time  of  life. 
To  launch  afrelh  into  the  fea  of  llrife  r 

Bettcif 
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Better  for  thee,  fcarce  crawling  on  the  earth, 

Almofi:  as  much  a  child  as  at  thy  birth. 

To  have  refign'd  in  peace  thy  parting  breath. 

And  funic  unnotic'd  in  the  arms  of  Dea;h. 

Why  would  thy  grey,  grey  hairs  refentment  brave. 

Thus  to  go  down  with  forrow  to  the  grave  ? 

Now,  by  my  foul,  it  makes  me  blufn  to  know 

My  fpirits  could  dcfcend  to  fuch  a  foe. 

Whatever  caufe  the  vengeance  might  provoke. 

It  feems  rank  cowardice  to  give  the  ftroke. 

Sure  'tis  a  curfe  which  angry  Fates  impofe. 
To  mortify  man's  arrogance,  that  thofe 
Who're  fafnion'd  of  feme  better  fort  of  clay. 
Much  fooner  than  the  common  herd  decay. 
What  bitter  pangs  muil  humble  Genius  feel. 
In  their  lalt  hours,  to  view  a  Swift  and  Steele  ? 
How  mull  ill-boding  horrors  fill  her  breall. 
When  ihe  beholds  men,  mark'd  above  the  rsd. 
For  qualities  molt  dear,  plung'd  from  that  height. 
And  funk,  deep  funk,  in  fecond  childhood's  night  > 
Are  men,  indeed,  fuch  things,  and  are  the  beft 
More  fubjcd  to  this  evil,  than  the  reft. 
To  drivel  out  whole  years  of  ideot  breath. 
And  fit  the  monuments  of  living  death  ? 
O,  galling  circumftance  to  hum.an  pride  ! 
Abafing  thought,  but  not  to  be  denied  ! 
With  curious  art  the  brain  too  finely  wrought. 
Preys  on  herfelf,  and  is  deftroy'd  by  thought. 
Conftant  attention  wears  the  adlive  mind. 
Blots  out  her  pow'rs  and  leaves  a  blank  behind. 

But 
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But  let  not  youth,  to  infolence  allied. 

In  heat  of  blood,  in  full  career  of  pride, 

Poffefs'd  of  Genius,  with  unhal'ow'd  raee. 

Mock  the  infiri!.ides  of  rev'rend  age. 

The  greateft  Genius  to  this  rate  may  bow ; 

Reynolds,  in  time,  may  be  like  Hogarth  now. 
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BOOK    I. 

WITH  eager  fearch  to  dart  the  foul, 
Curiouily  vain,  from  pole  to  pole. 
And  from'the  planets  wand'ring  fpheres 
T'  extort  the  number  of  our  year.-.. 
And  whether  all  thofe  years  fliall  fiow 
Serenely  fmooth,  and  free  from  woe. 
Or  rude  misfortune  fhall  deform 
Our  life,  with  ens  continual  llorm; 
Or  if  the  fcene  iliall  motley  be. 
Alternate  joy  and  mifery  ; 
Is  a  deiire,  which,  more  or  lefs. 
All  men  m.uH  feel,  tho'  few  confcfs. 
Hence,  ev'ry  place  and  ev'ry  age 
Affords  fubiiiience  to  the  fage, 
Who,  free  from  this  world  and  its  cares^ 
Holds  an  acquaintance  with  the  liars. 

Vol.  LXVI.  I  From 
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From  wham  he  gains  intelligence 
Of  things  to  come  fome  ages  hence. 
Which  unto  friends,  at  eafy  rates. 
He  readily  communicates. 

At  its  fir  ft  rife,  which  all  agree  on. 
This  noble  fcience  was  Chaldean, 
-^^hat  ancient  people,  as  they  fed 
Their  flocks  upon  the  mountain's  head, 
Gaz'd  on  the  ftars,  obferv'd  their  mciions. 
And  fuck'd  in  aftrologic  notions, 
"Which  they  fo  eagerly  purfue. 
As  folks  are  apt  whate'er  is  new. 
That  things  belov/  at  random  rove, 
Whilft  they're  confulting  things  abo\'e; 
And  when  they  now  fo  poor  were  grown. 
That  they'd  no  houfe§  of  their  own. 
They  made  bold  with  their  friends  the  ikri. 
And  prudenLly  made  ufe  of  theirs. 

To  Egypt  from  Chaldee  it  travell'd. 
And  Fate  at  Memphis  was  unraveJI'd  : 
Th'  exotic  Science  foon  ftruck  root. 
And  flourifli'd  into  high  repute. 
Each  learned  priell,  O  ftrange  to  tell  1 
Could  circles  make,  and  cait  a  Ipell ; 
Could  read  and  write,  and  taught  the  natioa 
The  holy  art  of  Divination. 
Kobles  themfclves,  for  at  that  time 
Knowledge  in  Nobles  was  no  crime. 
Could  talk  as  learned  as  the  prieil:, 
^nd  prop hefy  as  much  at  leaft. 

He  nee 


'  ■      n:  11  E      G  H  O  S  T.  US 

Hence  all  the  fortune-telling  crew, 
Whofe  crafty  fkill  mars  Nature's  hue. 
Who,  in  vile  tatters,  with  fmirch'd  face. 
Run  up  and  down  from  place  to  place. 
To  gratify  their  friends-*  defires. 
From  Bampfield  Carew  to  Moll  Squires, 
Are  rightly  term'd  Egyptians  all  ; 
Whom  we,  miftaking,  Gipfies  call. 

The  Grecian  Sages  borrow'd  this. 
As  they  did  other  fciences. 
From  fertile  Egypt,  tho'  the  lean 
They  had  not  honefty  to  own. 
Dodona's  oaks,  infpir'd  by  Jove, 
A  learned  and  prophetic  grove, 
Turn'd  vegetable  Necromancers, 
Aiid  to  all  comers  gave  their  anfvyeri  : 
At  Delphos,  to  Apollo  dear. 
All  men  the  voice  of  Fate  might  her.r  ; 
Each  fubtle  priefx  on  three-legg'd  ftoo!. 
To  take  in  wife  men,  play'd  the  fool. 
A  myfttry,  fo  made  for  gain, 
f^'en  now  in  faihion  mull  remain. 
Enthufiaib  never  will  let  drop 
What  brings  fuch  bufmefs  to  their  fliop,  . 
And  that  great  faint  we  Whitefield  call. 
Keeps  up  the  Humbug  Spiritual. 

Among  the  Romans,  not  a  bird 
Without  a  prophecy  was  heard  ; 
Fortunes  of  empires  often  hung 
On  the  magician  magpie's  tongue, ' 

I  2  Arid. 
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And  ev'ry  crow  was   to  the  ftate 

A  fure  interpreter  of  Fate. 

Prophets,  embodied  in  a  College, 

(Time  out  of  mind  your  feat  of  knowledge. 

For  Genius  never  fruit  can  bear 

Unlefs  it  firft  is  planted  there. 

And  folid  learning  never  falls 

Without  the  verge  of  College  walls) 

Infallible  accounts  would  keep 

V/hen  it  was  belt  to  watch  or  lleep. 

To  eat  or  drink,  to  go  or  ftay, 

And  when  to  fight  or  run  away  ; 

Vv'hen  matters  were  for  aftion  ripe. 

By  looking  at  a  iionble  tripe  ; 

Vvhen  Emperors  would  live  or  die. 

They  in  an  Jjs^s  fcull  could  fpy  ; 

When  gen'rals  would  their  ftation  keep. 

Or  turn  their  backs,  in  hearts  of  Ji.ee^. 

In  matters,  whether  fmall  or  great. 

In  private  families  or  ftate. 

As  amongft  u:,,  the  holy  Seer 

Officioufiy  Vvculd  interfere. 

With  pious  arts  and  rev 'rend  feill 

Would  bend  Lay  Bigots  to  his  will. 

Would  help  or  injure  foes  or  friends, 

Juit  as  it  ferv'd  his  private  ends. 

Whether  in  honcft  way  of  trade. 

Traps  for  virginity  were  laid. 

Or  if,  to  make  their  party  great, 

Dcagns  were  form'd  ."gainfL  the  State, 

Rerardlcfi 
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Regardlefs  of  the  common  weal. 

By  int'refl:  led,  which  they  call  zeal. 

Into  the  fcale  was  always  thrown 

The  will  of  Heav'n  to  back  their  o-rvn. 
England,  a  happy  land  we  know. 

Where  follies  naturally  grow  ; 

Where  without  culture  they  arife. 

And  tow'r  above  the  common  fize  ; 

England  a  fortune-telling  hofc. 

As  num'rous  as  the  (lars,  could  boafl ; 

Matrons,  who  tofs  the  cup,  and  fee 

The  grounds  of  Fate  in  grounds  of  Tea ; 

Who  vers'd  in  ev'rj'  modell  lore. 

Can  a  loil  maidenhead  reuore. 

Or,  if  their  pupils  rather  chufe  it. 

Can  Ihew  the  readiell  wav  to  lofe  it ; 

Gypfies,  who  ev'ry  ill  can  cure. 

Except  the  ill  of  being  poor  ; 

Vv'ho  charms  'gainft  Love  and  Agues  fell. 

Who  can  in  hen-rooft  fet  a  fpell, 

Prepar'd  by  arts,  to  them  bell:  known. 

To  catch  all  feet  except  their  own  ; 

Who  as  to  fortune  can  unlock  it. 

As  eafily  as  pick  a  pocket ; 

Scotchmen  who,  in  their  country's  right, 

Poflbfs  the  gift  o? /eco?id-Jigkt, 

Who  (when  their  barren  heaths  they  quit. 

Sure  argument  oi  prudejit  wit, 

\^nilch  reputation  to  maintain, 

I'hcy  never  venture  back  again) 

i  3  By 
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By  lyes  prophetic  heap  up  riches. 
And  boalt  the  luxury  of  breeches. 

Amongft  the  reft,  in  former  years, 
Campbell,  illuftrious  name,  appears. 
Great  hero  of  futurity, 
WJio  blind  could  ev'ry  thing  forefee. 
Who  dumb  could  ev'ry  thing  foretell. 
Who,  Fate  with  equity  to  fell. 
Always  dealt  out  the  will  of  Keaven 
According  to  what  price  was  given. 

Of  Scottilli  race,  in  Highlands  born, 
PoITefs'd  with  native  pride  and  fcorn. 
He  hither  came,  by  cuftom  led. 
To  curfe  the  hands  which  gave  him  bread. 
With  want  of  truth,  and  want  of  ll-nfe. 
Amply  made  up  by  impudence, 
{^K  fuccedancum ,  which,  we  find 
In  common  ufe  with  all  mankind) 
Carefs'd  and  favour'd  too  by  thofe, 
V/hofe  heart  with  patriot  feeling>  glows  ; 
Who  foolifrily,  where'er  difpcrs'u. 
Still  place  their  native  country  firft  ; 
(For  Engliihmen  alone  have  fenfe. 
To  give  zjiranger  preference, 
Whilft  modeft  ir.erit  of  their  own 
Is  left  in  poverty  to  *roan) 
Campbell  foretold  juft  what  he  wou'd. 
And  left  the  ftars  to  make  it  good  ; 
On  whom  he  had  imprefs'd  fuch  awe. 
His  dictates  current  pafs'dfcr  law  ; 
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Submiflive  all  his  empire  own'd  ; 

No  ftar  durll  fmile,  when  Campbell  frown'd. 

This  Sage  deccas'd.  for  all  muit  die. 
And  Campbell's  no  more  fafe  than  I, 
No  more  than  I  can  guard  the  heart. 
When  Death  fliall  huj-I  the  fatal  dart. 
Succeeded,  ripe  in  art  and  years. 
Another  fav'rite  of  the  fpheres  ; 
Another  and  another  came. 
Of  equal  flcill,  and  equal  fame  ; 
As  white  each  wand,  as  black  each  gown. 
As  long  each  beard,  as  wife  each  frown  ; 
In  ev'ry  thing  fo  like,  you'd  fwear, 
Campbell  himfelf  was  iitting  there. 
To  all  the  happy  Art  was  known. 
To  tell  our  fortunes,  make  their  oxkh. 

Seated  in  garret,  for  you  know. 
The  nearer  to  the  ftars  we  go. 
The  greater  we  elleem  his  art. 
Fools  curious  flock'd  from  e\''ry  part. 
The  rich,  the  poor,  the  maid,  the  married. 
And  thofe  who  could  not  walk,  were  carried. 

The  Butler,  hanging  down  his  head. 
By  chamber-maid y  or  cook-maid  led. 
Enquires,  if  from  his  friend  the  Moon, 
He  has  advice  of  pilfer'd  fpoon. 

The  Court-bred  Woman  of  Condition 
(Who,  to  approve  her  difpofition 
As  much  fuperior  as  her  birth 
To  thofe  compos'd  of  common  earth, 

I  4  With 
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With  double  fpirit  mull  engage 
In  ev'ry  folly  of  the  age) 
The  honourable  arts  would  buy. 
To  pack  the  card?,  and  cog  a  die. 

The  Hero  (who  for  brawn  and  face 
May  claim  right  honourable  place 
Amongft  the  chiefs  of  Butcher-P.onvy 
Who  might  fome  thirty  years  ago. 
If  we  may  be  allow'd  to  guefs 
At  his  employment  by  his  drefs. 
Put  med'cines  off  from  cart  or  ftage. 
The  grand  Tpfcano  of  the  age. 
Or  might  about  the  countries  go, 
High-bteward  of  a  puppet-ilicw, 
Ste-Tvar^  and  Stevoardfhip  tr.oji  meet. 
For  all  kiiovj  puppets  ne-ver  eat ; 
Who  would  be  thought,  (tho',  fave  the  mark, 
.That  point  is  fomething  in  the  dark) 
The  Man  cf  Honour y  one  like  thofe 
Renown 'd  in  fiory,  who  lov'd  blovvs 
Better  than  \-iiluais,  and  would  fight. 
Merely  for  fport,  from  mi)rn  to  night ; 
Who  treads  like  7vIavors  firm,  whole  tongue 
Is  with  the  triple  thunder  hung  ; 
Who  cries  to  Fear— Stand  off— aloof— 
And  talks  as  he  were  cannon-proof; 
Would  be  dee*r.'d  ready,  when  you  !ifr. 
With  fvvord  and  pillol,  ftick  and  fift, 
Carelcfs  of  points,  balls,  bruifes,  knocks. 
At  once  to  tcnce,  fix-e,  cudgel,  bc.v> 


But 
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But  at  the  fame  time  bears  about. 

Within  himfelf,  ibme  touch  of  doubt, 

Oi  pritdcnt  doubt,  which  hints— that  fame 

Is  nothing  but  an  empty  name  ; 

That  life  is  rightly  underftood 

Bv  ail  to  be  a  real  good  ; 

That,  even  in  a  Herc^s  heart, 

Di/crctioft  is  the  better  part  ; 

'I  hat  this  fame  Honour  may  be  won. 

And  yet  no  kind  of  danger  run) 

Like  Druggef  come?,  that  magic  pow'rs 

May  afcertain  his  lucky  hours. 

For  at  fomc  hours  the  fickle  dame 

Wliom  Fortune  properly  we  rame, 

Who  ne'er  confiders  wrong  or  right. 

When  wanted  moll  plays  leail  in  fight. 

And,  like  a  modern  C our t -bred  ]\\t. 

Leaves  her  chief  fav 'rites  in  a  tilt. 

vSome  hours  there  are,  wlien  from  the  heart 

Courage  into  fome  other  part. 

No  m.atter  wherefore,  makes  retreat, 

y\nd  fear  ufurps  the  vacant  feat-; 

Whence  flanct-jiruck  we  often  fin-d 

Stuarts  and  Sackvilles  of  manki'-d. 

Farther  he'd  know    (and  by  his  art 
A  conjuror  can  that  impart) 
Whether  politer  it  isreckon'd 
To  have  or  not  to  have  a  fecond. 
To  drag  the  friends  in,  or  alone 
To  make  the  danger  all  their  o\\  n  ; 

Whether 
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VvHisther  repletion  is  not  bad. 

And  fighters  vvitli  full  flomachs  mad ; 

Whether  before  he  feeks  the  plain. 

It  were  not  well  to  breathe  a  vein  ; 

Whether  a  gentle  falivation, 

Confiftently  v/ith  reputation. 

Might  not  of  precious  ufe  be  found. 

Not  to  prevent  indeed  a  wound. 

But  to  prevent  the  confequcnce 

Which  oftentimes  arifes  thence, 

Thofe  fevers,  which  the  patient  urge  on 

To  gates  of  death,  by  help  of  furgeon  j 

Whether  a  wind  at  eaft  or  weft 

Is  for  green  wounds  accounted  beft  ; 

Whether  (v/as  he  to  chufe)  his  mouth 

Should  point  towards  the  north  or  fouth ; 

Whether  more  fafely  he  might  ufe. 

On  thefe  occaiions,  pumps  or  ftioes  ; 

Whether  it  better  is  to  fight 

By  fun -pine,  or  by  cojidle-Ught  ; 

Or  (left  a  candle  ftiould  appear 

Too  mean  to  fliine  in  fuch  a  fphere. 

For  who  would  of  a  candle  tell 

To  light  a  hero  into  hell. 

And  left  the  Sun  ftiould  partial  rife 

To  dazzle  one  or  t'  other's  eyes. 

Or  one  or  t'  ether's  brains  to  fcorch) 

Might  not  Dame  Luna  hold  a  torch  ? 

Thefe  points  v/ith  dignity  difcufs'd. 
And  gravely  fix'd,  a  talk  which  mail; 
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Require  no  little  time  and  pains. 

To  make  our  hearts  friends  witli  our  brains. 

The  Man  of  War  would  next  engage 

The  kind  afiillance  of  the  Sage, 

Some  previous  method  to  direfl, 

Which  fhould  make  thefe  of  none  effefl. 
Could  he  not,  from  the  myftic  fchool 

Of  Art,  produce  fome  facred  rule. 

By  which  a  knowledge  might  be  got. 

Whether  men  valiant  were,  or  not. 

So  he  that  chillenges  might  write- 
Only  to  thofe  who  would  not  fight  ? 
Or  could  he  not  fome  way  difpenfe. 

By  help  of  which  (without  offence 

To  Honour,  whofe  nice  nature's  fach, 
.She  fcarce  endures  the  flighteft  touch) 

When  he  for  want  of  t'  other  rule 

Miftakes  his  man,  and,  like  a  fool. 

With  fome  vain  fighting  blade  gets  in, 
.He  fairly  may  get  out  again  ? 

Or,  fhould  fome  D^mon  lay  a  fcheme 

To  drive  him  to  the  lall  extreme. 

So  that  he  muft.confcfs  his  fears. 

In  mercy  to  his  ncfe  and  ears. 

And  like  a  prudent  recreant  knight, 

leather  do  any  thing  than  fight. 

Could  he  not  fome  expedient  buy 

To  keep  his  ihame  from  public  eye  ? 

For  well  he  held,  and  men  review, 
•Nine  in  ten  held  the  maxim  too. 

That 
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That  Honour's  like  a  maiden-head. 
Which  if  in  private  brought  to  bed. 
Is  none  the  worfe,  but  walks  the  town. 
Ne'er  loft,  until  the  lofs  be  known. 

The  Parfon  too  (for  now  and  then 
Parfons  are  juft  like  other  men. 
And  here  and  there  a  gra<ve  Divine 
Has  pafiions  fuch  as  your's  or  mine) 
Burning  with  holy  luft  to  know 
When  Fate  preferment  will  beftow, 
'Fraid  of  detedion,  not  of  fm. 
With  circumfpeftion  fneaking  in 
To  Confror,  as  he  does  to  Whore, 
Thro'  fome  bye -alley,  or  back-door. 
With  the  fame  caution  orthodox 
Confults  twzjiars^  and  gets  a  pox. 

The  Citizen,  in  fraud  grown  old. 
Who  knovv's  no  Deity  but  Gold, 
Worn  out,  and  gafping  now  for  breath, 
A  med'cine  wants  to  keep  off  death  ; 
Would  know,  if  That  he  cannot  have. 
What  coins  are  current  in  the  grave ; 
If,  when  the  ftocks   (which  by  his  pow'r 
Would  rife  or   fall  in  half  an  hour. 
For,  tho'  unthought  of  and  unfeen. 
He  work'd  the  fprings  behind  the  fcreen) 
By  his  diredions  came  about. 
And  rcfe  to  par,  he  fliould  fell  out ; 
Whether  he  fafely  might,  or  no. 
Replace  it  in  the  funds  hlozu\  .    ■ 


By 
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By  all  addrefs'd,  believ'd,  and  paid. 
Many  purfu'd  the  thriving  trade. 
And,  great  in  reputation  grown, 
Succefllve  held  the  Magic  throne. 
Favour'd  by  ev'ry  darling  pailion. 
The  love  of  novelty  and  fafhion. 
Ambition,  Av'rice,  Lull,  and  Pride, 
Riches  pour'd  in  on  ev'ry  lidc. 
But  v/hen  the  prudent  laws  thought  fit 
To  curb  this  infolence  of  Wit ; 
When  Senates  wifely  had  provided. 
Decreed,  enacted,  and  decided. 
That  no  fuch  vile  and  upilart  elves 
Should  have  more  knowledge  than  themfelves ; 
When  fines  and  penalties  were  laid 
To  Hop  the  progrefs  of  the  trade. 
And  liars  no  longer  could  difpenfe. 
With  honour,  farther  influence,  * 
And  Wizards  (which  mull  be  confell 
W^as  of  more  force  than  all  the  reil) 
No  certain  way  to  teU  had  got. 
Which  were  informers,  and  which  not ; 
Affrighted  Sages  were,  perforce, 
Oblig'd  to  fteer  fome  other  courfe. 
By  various  ways,  thefe  Sons  of  Chance 
Their  fortunes  labour'd  to  advance. 
Well  knowing,  by  unerring  rules. 
Knaves  llarve  not  in  the  Land  of  Fools. 

Seme,  with  high  titles  and  degrees. 
Which  wife  men  borrow  when  they  pleafs. 

Without 
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"Without  cr  trouble  cr  exper.ce, 
Phyficians  inllantly  commerice. 
And  proudly  boaft  an  equal  (kill 
With  thofe  who  claim  the  right  to  !:iU. 

Others  about  the  countries  roam, 
(For  not  One  thought  ef  going  home) 
With  piftol  and  adopted  leg 
Prepar'd  at  once  to  rob  or  beg. 

Some,  the  more  fubtle  of  their  race, 
(Who  felt  fome  touch  of  cc-ward  grace. 
Who  Tyburn  to  avoid  had  wit, 
Eut  never  fear'd  deferving  it) 
Came  to  their  ki-ctkcr  Smollet'c  aid. 
And  carried  on  the  Critic  trade. 

Attach'd  to  Letters  and  the  Mufe^ 
SomevQvks  wrote,  ^iX^Aj'cme  wrote  news  j 
Thofe  each  revolving  month  are  Icen, 
The  heroes  of  a  Magazine ; 
Thefe,  ev'ry  morning,  great  appear 
In  Ledger,  or  in  Gazetteer  ; 
Spreading  the  falflioods  of  the  d.iy 
£y  turns  for  Faden  and  for  Say ; 
Like  Sv.'ifs,  t>.;ir  force  is  always  laid 
On  that  fide  where  they  bell  are  paid. 
Hence  mighty  prodigies  arifc. 
And  daily  Monllers  ftrike  our  eyes  ; 
Wondersy  to  propagate  the  trade. 
More  flrange  than  ever  Baker  made. 
Are  havvk'd  about  from  ftreet  to  Hreet, 
And  fools  believe,  whilft  Liars  eat. 


Now 
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Now  armies  in  the  air  engage. 

To  fright  a  fupcrlHtious  age  ; 

Now  comets  thro'  the  jether  range. 

In  governments  portending  change  j 

Now  rivers  to  the  ocean  fly 

So  quick  they  leave  their  channels  dry  ; 

Now  monltrous  whales  on  Lambeth  fhore 

Drink  the  Thames  dry,  and  thirll  for  more  ; 

And  ev'ry  now  and  then  appears 

An  Irifh  favage  numb'ring  years 

More  than  thofe  happy  fages  cou'd. 

Who  drew  their  breath  before  the  Flood. 

Now,  to  the  wonder  of  all  people, 

A  chi(rch  is  left  without  a.Jiecple  ; 

AJieeple  now  is  left  in  lurch. 

And  mourns  departure  of  the  church. 

Which,  borne  on  wings  of  mighty  wind, 

Rernov'd  a  furlong  off  we  find. 
Nov/,  wrath  on  cattle  to  difcharge, 
Hail-llones  as  deadly  fall,  and  large 
As  thofe  which  were  on  Egypt  fent. 
At  once  their  crime  and  punifhment ; 
Or  thofe  which,  as  the  Prophet  writes. 
Fell  on  the  necks  of  Amorites, 
When,  ftruck  with  wonder  and  amaze. 
The  Sun  fufpended,  l^ay'd  to  gaze. 
And,  from  her  duty  longer  kept. 
In  Ajalon  \\\s  Jijier  flept. 

But  if  fuch  things  no  more  engage 
The  taHe  of  a  politer  age. 

To 
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To  help  thern  oiat  in  time  of  need 

Another  Tofts  muii  rabbits  breed. 

Each  pregnant  female  trenibliiig  liears. 

And,  overcome  with  fpleen  and  fears, 

Confults  her  faithful  glafs  no  more. 

But  madly  bounding  o'er  the  floor. 

Feels  hairs  all  o'er  her  body  grow. 

By  Faiicy  turn'd  into  a  doc. 

Now  to  promote  their  private  ends, 

Nature  her  ufual  courfe  fufpends. 

And  varies  from  the  ftated  plan, 

Obfcrv'd  e'er  fmce  the  world  began. 

Bodies   (which  fooliflily  we  thought. 

By  cullom's  fervile  maxims  taught. 

Needed  a  regular  fupply. 

And  without  nouriftiment  muft  die) 

With  craving  appetites  and  fenfc 

Of  hunger  eaflly  difpenfe. 

And,  pliant  to  their  wond'rous  fkill. 

Are  taught,  like  ^vatches,  to  Hand  iHll 

Uninjured,   for  a  month  or  more  \ 

Then  go  on  as  they  did  before. 

The  novel  takes,  the  tale  fucceeds. 

Amply  fupplies  its  author's  needs. 

And  Betty  Canning  is  at  leaft. 

With  Gafcoyne's  help,  a  fix  months  feaft. 

V/hilil:  in  contempt  of  all  our  pains. 
The  tyrant  Supcrilition  reigns 
Imperious  in  the  heart  of  man. 
And  warps  his  thoughts  from  Nature's  plan  : 

Whilft 
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Whilfl:  fond  Credulity,  wha  ne'er 

The  weight  of  vvholefome  doubts  could  bear. 

To  Reafon  and  herfelf  unjuft. 

Takes  all  things  blindly  up  on  truft  ; 

Whilit  Curiofity,  whofe  rage 

No  mercy  Ihevvs  to  fex  or  age. 

Mull  be  indulg'd  at  the  expence 

Of  'J udg7rie-di ,   Iruih,  and   Common  Setife  ; 

Impollures  cannot  but  prevail. 

And  when  old  ruiracles  grow  Hale, 

Jugglers  will  fcill  the  art  purfue. 

And  entertain  tlie  world  with  7ieiv. 

For  Them,  obedient  to  their  will. 
And  trembling  at  their  mighty  fkill. 
Sad  Spirits,  fammoa'd  from  the  tomb. 
Glide  glaring  ghallly  thro'  the  glcom. 
In  all  the  uiual  pomp  of  ftorms. 
In  horrid  cuftcmary  forms, 
A  Wolf,  a  Bear,  a  Horfe,  an  Ape, 
As  Fear  and  Fancy  give  them  fhape 
1  crmented  with  defpair  and  pain. 
They  roar,  they  yell,  and  clank  the  chain. 
Folly  and  Guilt  (for  Guilt,  howe'er 
The  face  of  courage  it  may  wear. 
Is  full  a  coward  at  the  heart) 
At  fear-created  phantoms,  ilart. 
The  Priefl,  that  very  word  implies 
That  he's  both  innocent  and  wife. 
Yet  fears  to  travel  in  the  dark, 
Unlefs  elccrted  by  his  Clerk. 

Vol.  LXVL  K  But 
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But  let  not  ev'ry  bungler  deem 
Too  lightly  of  ib  deep  a  fcheme  : 
For  reputation  of  the  y/r/. 
Each  Ghoft  muft  aft  a  proper  part, 
Obferve  Decorum's  needful  grace. 
And  keep  the  laws  of  Time  and  Place, 
Muft  change,   with  happy  variation. 
His  manners  with  his  fnuation^ 
What  in  the  country  might  pafs  down. 
Would  be  impertinent  in  town. 
No  Spirit  of  difcretioti  here 
Can  think  of  breeding  awe  and  fear, 
'Twill  ferve  the  purpofe  more  by  half 
To  make  the  congregation  laugh. 
We  want  no  enfigns  of  furprize. 
Locks  ftifF  with  gore,  and  fawcer  eyes  i 
Give  us  an  entertaining  Sprite, 
Gentle,  familiar,  and  polite. 
One  who  appears  in  fuch  a  form 
As  ipight  an  holy  hermit  warm. 
Or  who  on  former  fchemes  refines. 
And  only  talks  by  founds  and  figns. 
Who  will  not  to  the  eye  appear, 
jjut  pays  her  vifits  to  the  ear. 
And  knocks  fo  gently,  'twould  not  fright 
A  lady  in  the  darkell  night. 
Such  is  o«r  Fanny,  whofe  good-will, 
Which  cannot  in  the  grave  lie  liiil. 
Brings  her  on  earth  to  entertain 
Her  friends  and  lovers  in  Cock- Lane. 

ENDOFTMSFIRSTBCOK. 
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A  SACRED  ftandard  rule  we  find. 
By  Poets  held  time  out  of  mind. 
To  ofFcr  at  Apollo's  fhrinc. 
And  call  on  One,  or  All  the  Nine. 

This  cuftom,  thro'  a  bigot  zeal. 
Which  Moderns  oi  fine  tafie  mull  feel 
For  thofe  who  wrote  in  days  of  yore. 
Adopted  ftands  like  many  more, 
Tho'  ev'ry  caufe,  which  then  confpir'd 
To  make  it  pradis'd  and  admir'd. 
Yielding  to  Tim.e's  dellrucHve  courfe. 
For  ages  paft  hath  loft  its  force. 

With  ancient  bards,  an  Invocation 
Was  a  true  adl  of  adoration. 
Of  worfhip  an  eflential  part. 
And  not  a  formal  piece  of  art,  . 
Of  paltry  reading  a  parade, 
A  dull  folemnity  in  trade, 
A  pious  fever,  taught  to  burn 
An  hour  or  two,  to  ferve  a  turn. 

They  talk'd  not  of  Caftalian  Springs^ 
By  way  of  faying /rf/{>'  things , 
As  'ivc  drefs  out  our  flimfy  rimes ; 
'Twas  the  Rehgion  of  the  timei, 

K  2  Ah< 
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And  they  believ'd  that  holy  ftream 
With  greater  force  made  Fancy  teem, 
Reckon'd  by  all  a  true  fpecific 
To  make  the  barren  brain  prolific  : 
Thus  Romifli  Church  (a  fcheme  which  bears 
Not  half  fo  much  e;ccufe  as  theirs) 
Since  Faith  implicitly  hath  taught  her, 
Reveres  the  force  of  Holy  Water. 

The  Pagan  Syflem,  whether  true 
Or  falfe,  its  ftrength,  like  buildings,  drew 
From  many  parts  difpos'd  to  bear. 
In  one  great  Whole,  their  proper  ihare. 
Each  God  of  ejninent  degree 
To  fome  vail  beam  compar'd  might  be ; 
Each  Godling  was  a  peg,  or  rather 
A  cramp,  to  keep  the  beams  together  ; 
And  man  as  fafely  might  pretend 
From  Jove  the  thunder-bolt  to  rend. 
As  with  an  impious  pride  afpire 
To  rob  Apollo  of  his  lyre. 

With  fettled  faith  and  pious  awe, 
Eltablilh'd  by  the  voice  of  law, 
Then  Poets  to  the  Mufes  came. 
And  from  their  altars  caught  the  flame. 
Genius,  with  Phcebus  for  his  guide, 
T~he  Mufe  afcending  by  his  fide. 
With  tov/'ring  pinions  dar'd  to  fear. 
Where  eye  could  fcarcely  ftrain  before. 

But  why  fliould  We,  who  cannot  feel 
Thefe  glowings  of  a  Pagan  zeal. 


That 


THE      GHOST.  13J 

That  wild  enthufiajiic  force. 

By  which,  above  her  common  courfe. 

Nature  in  extacy  up-borne, 

Look'd  down  on  earthly  things  with  fcom  ; 

V/ho  have  no  more  regard,  'tis  known. 

For  their  religion  than  our  onxjn. 

And  feel  not  half  fo  fierce  a  flame 

At  Cl'-o's  as  at  Filher's  name  ; 

Who  know  thefe  hoa^xcd.  /acred Jireams 

Were  mere  romantic  idle  dreams. 

That  Thames  has  waters  clear  as  thofe 

Which  on  the  top  of  Pindus  rofe. 

And  that  the  Fancy  to  refine. 

Water's  not  half  fo  good  as  wine  ; 

Jrho  knovj,  if  profit  ftrikes  our  eye. 

Should  we  drink  Helicon  quite  dry, 

Th'  whole  fountain  would  not  thither  lead 

So  foon  as  one  poor  jug  from  Tweed  ; 

IVho,  if  to  raife  poetic  fire. 

The  pow'r  of  beauty  we  require. 

In  any  public  place  can  view 

More  than  the  Grecians  ever  knew ; 

If  Wit  into  the  fcale  is  thrown. 

Can  boaft  a  Lennox  of  our  own  ; 

Why  faculd  ^e  fervile  cuftoms  chafe. 

And  court  an  antiquated  Mufe  ? 

No  matter  why— to  aflc  a  reajl;:. 

In  Pedant  Bigotry  is  treafon. 

In  the  broad,  beaten,  turnpike-road 
Of  hackneyed  Panegyric  Ode, 

K  3  Na 
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No  Modern  Poet  dares  to  ride 

Withoui  Apollo  by  his  fide. 

Nor  in  a  Son?iet  take  the  air, 

Unlefs  his  Lady  Mufe  be  there. 

She,  from  fome  Amaranthint  grove. 

Where  little  Loves  and  Graces  rove. 

The  laurel  to  7ny  Lord  muft  bear. 

Or  garlands  make  for  ivhores  to  wear  j 

She,  with  foft  elegiac  vcrfe, 

Muft  grace  fome  mighty  villain^  hearfe  ; 

Or  for  fome  infant,  doom'd  by  Fate 

To  wallow  in  a  large  eftate. 

With  rimes  the  cradle  muu  adorn. 

To  tell  the  world  afool  is  bcrn. 

Since  then  our  Critic  Lords  expeft 
No  hardy  Poet  fiiould  rejedl 
Eflablifli'd  maxims,  or  prefume 
To  place  much  better  in  their  room, 
By  nature  fearful,  I  fubmit. 
And  in  this  dearth  of  Senfe  and  Wit, 
With  nctki:ig  done,  and  little  Jaia, 
(By  wild  excurfive  Fancy  led, 
into  a  Second  Book  thus  far. 
Like  fome  unwary  tra-veller. 
Whom  varied  fcenes  of  wood  and  lawn. 
With  treacherous  delight,  have  drawn  j 
Deluded  from  his  purpos'd  way. 
Whom  cv'ry  flep  ieads  more  aitray  ; 
Who  gazing  round  can  no  v/here  fpy. 
Or  houfe,  or  friendly  cottage  nigh. 


Ant 
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And  refolution  feems  to  lack 
To  venture  forward  or  go  back) 
Invoke  fome  Goddefs  to  defcend. 
And  help  me  to  my  journey's  end, 
Tho'  confcious  Arrow  all  the  while 
Hears  the  petition  with  a  fmile> 
Before  the  glafs  her  charms  unfolds. 
And  in  herfelf  My  Mufe  beholds. 

Truth,  Goddefs  of  celcftial  birth. 
But  little  lov'd,  or  known  on  earth, 
Whofe  pow'r  but  feldom  rules  the  heart, 
Whofe  name,  with  hypocritic  art. 
An  errant  Ilalking-horfe  is  made, 
A  fnug  pretence  to  drive  a  trade. 
An  inftrument  convenient  grown 
To  plant,  more  firmly,  Falfliood's  throne. 
As  rebels  varnifli  o'er  their  caufe 
With  fpecious  colouring  of  laws. 
And  pious  traitors  draw  the  knife 
In  the  King's  name  againil:  his  life  ; 
Whether  (from  cities  far  away. 
Where //■<2//rf'  und.  fal/hood  fcorn  thy  fway) 
The  faithful  nymph's  and  fhepherd's  pride. 
With  Love  and  Virtue  by  thy  fide. 
Your  hours  in  harmlefsjoys  are  fpent 
Amongft  the  children  of  Content  j 
Or,  fond  of  gaiety  and  fport, 
You  tread  the  round  of  England's  Court ; 
Hovve'er  my  Lord  may  frowning  go. 
And  treat  the  Jlratiger  as  a  foey 

K  4  Sure 
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Sure  to  be  found  a  welcome  gueil 
In  George's  and  in  Charlotte's  breall ; 
If,  in  the  giddy  hours  of  youth, 
My  conftant  foul  adher'd  to  Truth  ; 
If,  from  the  time  I  firft  wrote  Man, 
I  ftill  purfu'd  thy  facred  plan. 
Tempted  by  intereft  in  vain 
To  wear  iiiean  Falihood's  golden  chain ; 
If,  for  a  feafon  drawn  away. 
Starting  from  Virtue's  path  aftray. 
All  low  difguife  I  fcorn'd  to  try. 
And  dar'd  to  fm,  bat  not  to  lye ; 
Hither,  O  hither,  condefcend. 
Eternal  Truth,  thy  fteps  to  bend. 
And  favour  bim,  who  ev'ry  hour 
ConfefTes  and  obeys  thy  pow'r  ! 

But  come  not  with  that  eafy  mien. 
By  which  you  won  the  lively  Dean, 
Nor  yet  affume  that  llrumpct  air. 
Which  Rabelais  taught  thee  firft  to  wear. 
Nor  yet  that  arch  ambiguous  face. 
Which  with  Cervantes  gave  thee  grace. 
But  come  in  facred  vefture  clad. 
Solemnly  dull,  and  truly  fad  ! 

Far  from  thy  feemly  matron  train 
Be  ideot  Mirth,  and  Laughter  vain  ! 
For  W^it  and  Humour,  which  pretend 
At  once  to  pleafe    us  and  amend, 
^hey  are  not  l^cr  my  prefent  turn. 
Let  them  remain  in  Trance  v/lth  Sterne. 


Of 
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Of  noblefl:  City  parents  born. 
Whom  wealth  and  dignities  adorn. 
Who  flill  one  conftant  tenor  keep. 
Not  quite  awake,  nor  quite  afieep. 
With  rhce,  let  formal  DuUnefs  come, 
And  deep  Attention,  ever  dumb, 
Who  on  her  lips  her  fingers  lays, 
V/!iiiit  every  circnmftance  flie  weighs, 
Whofe  down-call:  eye  is  often  found 
Bent  without  motion  to  the  ground, 
Or,  to  feme  outward  thing  confm'd, 
Iltinits  no  image  to  the  mind. 
No  pregnant  mark  of  meaning  bears. 
But  fcapid  without  vifion  frares  ; 
Thy  ileps  let  Gravity  attend, 
IViJ'doTn's  and  Truths  unerring  friend. 
For  om  may  fee  v/ith  half  an  eye. 
That  Gravity  can  never  lye  ; 
And  his  arch'd  brow,  puli'd  o'er  his  eyes. 
With  folemn  proof  proclaims  him  ^fe. 

Free  from  all  waggeries  and  (ports. 
The  produce  cf  luxurious  Courts, 
"Where  lloth  and  lull  enervate  youth, 
Corne  thou,    a  down-right  City  Truth  ; 
The  City,  which  we  ever  find 
A  fober  pattern  for  mankind  ; 
Where  ;««;.',  in  equilibrio  hung. 
Is  feldom  old,  and  never  young. 
And  from  the  cradle  to  the  grave. 
Not  Virtue's  friend,  nor  Vice's  Have  j 

As 
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As  chancers  on  the  ^vire  we  fpy. 
Hanging  between  the  earth  and  fky. 

She  comes — I  fee  her  from  afar 
Bending  her  courfe  to  Tempk'Bar  : 
All  fage  and  filent  is  her  train. 
Deportment  grave,  and  garments  plain. 
Such  as  may  fuit  a  Parfori'i  wear. 
And  fit  the  head-piece  of  a  Mayor. 

By  Truth  infpir'd,  our  Bacon's  force 
Open'd  the  way  to  Learning's  fource  ; 
Boyle  thro'  the  works  of  Nature  ran  ; 
And  Newton,  fomething  more  than  man, 
Div'd  into  Nature's  hidden  fprings. 
Laid  bare  the  principles  of  things. 
Above  the  earth  our  fpirits  bore. 
And  gave  u.s  worlds  unknown  before. 
By  Truth  infpir'd,  when  Lander\  fpight 
O'er  Milton  call  the  veil  of  night, 
Douglas  arofe,  and  thro'  the  maze 
Of  intricate  and  winding  ways, 
Caip.e  where  the  fubtle  traitor  lay. 
And  dragg'd  him  trembling  to  the  day  ; 
Whilll  He  (O  fliame  to  nobleft  parts, 
Dillionour  to  the  lib'ral  arts. 
To  tramc  in  fo  vile  a  fcheme  !) 
Whillt  He,  our  lettered  Polypheme, 
Who  had  Confed'raie  forces  joln'd. 
Like  a  bafe  coward,  fkulk'd  behind. 
By  Truth  infpir'd,  our  Critics  go 
To  track  Fingal  in  Highland  fnow, 
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To  form  their  own  and  others  creed 
From  Manujcripts  they  cannot  read. 
By  Truth  infpir'd,  we  numbers  fee 
Of  each  profeinon  and  degree. 
Gentle  and  Simple,  Lord  and  Cit, 
Wit  without  wealth,  wealth  without  wit. 
When  Punch,  and  Sheridan  have  done. 
To  Fanny's  Ghoftly  Ledures  rvm. 
By  Truth  and  Fanny  now  infpir'd, 
I  feel  my  glowing  bofom  £r'd  ; 
DeJire  beats  high  in  ev'ry  vein 
To  fing  the  Spirit  of  Cock-Lane  j 
To  tell  (jull  as  the  meafure  flows 
In  halting  rime,  half  verfe,  half  profe) 
With  more  than  mortal  arts  endu'd. 
How  pe  united  force  withilood, 
"And  proudly  gave  a  brave  defiance 
To  Wit  and  Dulne/s  in  alliance. 
"This  Apparition  (with  relation 
To  ancient  modes  of  dcrivaticn, 
This  we  may  properly  fo  call, 
Although  it  ne'er  appears  at  all. 
As  by  the  way  of  Inueiidc, 
■Lucus  is  made  a  non  luccndo) 
Superior  to  the  vulgar  mode. 
Nobly  difdains  that  fervile  road, 
Wiiich  coward  ghoib,  as  it  appears. 
Have  walk'd  in  full  live  thoufand  years. 
And  for  reftraint  too  mighty  grown. 
Strikes  out  a  method  of  her  ci\:n. 
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Others  may  meanly  ftart  away, 
Aw'd  by  the  herald  of  the  day. 
With  faculties  too  weak  to  bear 
The  frefhnefs  of  the  morning  air. 
May  vanifh  with  the  melting  gloom. 
And  glide  in  filence  to  the  tomb  ; 
She  dares  the  fun's  moft  piercing  light. 
And  knocks  by  day  as  well  as  night. 
Others,  with  mean  and  partial  view. 
Their  vifits  pay  to  one  or  t-MO  ; 
She  great  in  reputation  grown. 
Keeps  the  beft  company  in  town. 
Our  aftive  enterprifmg  Ghofl: 
As  large  and  fplendid  routs  can  boaft 
As  thofe  which,  rais'd  by  Pride's  command. 
Block  up  the  pafTage  thro'  the  Strand. 
Great  adepts  in  the  fighting  trade. 
Who  ferve  their  time  on  xht  parade  ; 
She- Saints  who,  true  to  pleafure's  plan. 
Talk  about  God,  and  lull  for  man  ; 
Wits,  who  believe  nor  God,  nor  Ghoft, 
And  fools,  who  worfnip  ev'ry  poft  ; 
Cowards,  whofe  lips  with  war  are  hung  ; 
Men  truly  brave,  who  hold  their  tongue  ; 
Courtiers,  who  laugh  they  know  not  why. 
And  Cits,  who  for  the  fame  caufe  cry  ; 
The  canting  Tabernacle-Brother, 
(For  one  rogue  ftill  fafpccls  another) 
Ladies,  who  to  a  Spirit  fly. 
Rather  than  with  their  hufiands  lie  ; 

Lords, 
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Lords,  who  as  chaftely  pafs  their  lives 

With  other  women  as  their  ivi'ves  ; 

Proud  of  their  intellefls  and  deaths, 

Phyficians,  Lawyers,  Parfons,  Beaux, 

And,  truant  from  their  defks  and  fhops. 

Spruce  Temple  clerks,  and  'prentice  fops. 

To  Fanny  come,  with  the  fame  view. 

To  find  her  falfe,  or  find  her  true. 

Hark  !  fomething  creeps  about  the  houfe  1 

Is  it  a  Spirit,  or  a  Mouje  ? 

Hark  !  fomething  /cratches  round  the  room  I 

A  cat,  a  rat,  a  Jiubb'd  birch-broom. 

Hark  !   on  the  wainfcot  now  it  knoci  s  ! 

If  thou'rt  a  GhcJ},  cried  Orthodox, 

With  that  aifefted  folcmn  air 

Which  Hypocrites  delight  to  wear. 

And  all  thofe  forms  of  conjequence 

Which  Fools  adopt  inflead  oi  fe?ife  ; 

If  thou'rt  a  Ghoji,  who  from  the  tomb 

Stalk'il  hdly  Jilent  thro'  this  gloom. 

In  breach  of  Nature's  ftated  laws. 

For  good,  or  bad,  or  for  no  caufe,- 

Give  no-M  nine  knocks  ; .  like  Priefts  of  old, 

Nme  'we  2.  facred number  hold. 

'Pina,  cried  Profound,   (a  man  of  parts. 
Deep  read  in  all  the  curious  arts. 
Who  to  their  hidden  fprings  had  trac'd 
The  force  of  Numbers,  rightly  placed) 
As  to  the  Number,    you  are  right. 
As  to  \.\\Q  form,  miftaken  quite. 

What's 
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What*s  Nine  ?    Your  Adepts  all  agree. 

The  Virtue  lies  in  three  times  three. 
He  faid,  no  need  to  fay  it  twice. 

For  Thrice  fhe  knocked,  and  Thrice,  and  Thrice. 
The  crowd,  confounded  and  amaz'd. 

In  filence  at  each  other  gaz'd. 

From  Caelia's -hand  the  fnufF-box  felL 

Tinfel,  who  ogled  with  the  Belle, 

To  pick  it  up  attempts  in  vain. 

He  ftoops,  but  cannot  rife  again. 

Immane  Pompcfo  was  not  heard 

T'   import  one  crabbed  foreign  word. 

Fear  feizes  Heroes,  Fools,  and  Wits, 

And  Piaufible  his  pray'rs  forgets. 
At  length,  as  people  juil  awake. 

Into  wild  diiTonance  they  break  ; 

All  talk'd  at  once,  but  not  a  word 

V/as  underftcod,  or  plainly  heard. 

i^ach  is  the  noife  of  chatt'ring  geefe, 
Slow  failing  on  the  Summer  breeze  ; 
Such  is  the  language  Difcord  fpeaks 
Jn  JVekh~ivD?neT2  o'er  beds  of  leeks  ; 
Such  the  confus'd  and  horrid  founds 
Of  Irij'h  in  potatoc-grounds. 

But  tir'd,  for  even  C— — — 's  tongue 
Is  not  on  iron  hinges  hung. 
Fear  and  Confafion  found  retreat, 
Reafon  and  Order  take  their  feat. 
The  fact  con.lrm'd  beyond  all  doubt. 
They  now  would  find  the  caufes  out. 

-  For 
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For  this  a  facred  rule  we  find 
Among  the.niceft  of  mankind. 
Which  never  might  exception  brook. 
From  Hobbes  e'en  down  to  Bolingbroke, 
To  doubt  of  fafts,  however  true, 
Unlefs  they  know  the  caufes  too. 

Trifle,  of  whom  'twas  hard  to  tell 
When  he  intended  ill  or  well. 
Who,  to  prevent  all  farther  pother. 
Probably  meant  nor  one  nor  t'  other. 
Who  to  be  filent  always  loth. 
Would  fpeak  on  either  fide,  or  both. 
Who,  led  away  by  love  of  fame. 
If  any  new  idea  came, 
Whate'er  it  made  for,  always  faid  it. 
Not  with  an  eye  to  Truth,  but  Credit ; 
For  Orators  profejl,  'tis  known. 
Talk  not  for  our  fake,  but  their  o-v:n  ; 
Who  always  fliew'd  his  talents  beft 
When  ferious  things  were  turn'd  to  jeft. 
And,  under  much  impertinence, 
PofTefs'd  no  common  Ihare  of  fenfe  ; 
Who  could  deceive  the  flying  hours 
With  chat  on  butterflies  and  flovv'rs ; 
Could  talk  of  powder,  patches,  paint. 
With  the  fame  zeal  as  of  a  faint : 
Could  prove  a  Sibyl  brighter  far 
Than  Venus  or  the  Morning  Star  ; 
Whilft  fomething  ftill  fo  gay,  fo  nev/. 
The  fmile  of  approbation  drew. 


AnJ. 
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And  females  ey'd  the  charming  mnn, 

Whiiil  their  hearts  flutter'd  with  their  fan  ; 

Trifle,  who  would  by  no  means  miis 

An  opportunity  like  this. 

Proceeding  on  his  ufual  plan, 

Smil'd,  Jlrok''d  his  chin,  and  thus  began. 
'^'ixja.  jbeers  or  fcijfors,  Jkvord  or  knifes 

When  the  Fates  cut  the  thread  of  life, 

(For  if  we  to  the  grave  are  fent. 

No  matter  with  what  injirument')- 

The  body  in  forae  lonely  fpot. 

On  dunghill  vile,  is  laid  to  rot. 

Or  ilceps  among  more  holy  dead. 

With  pray'rs  irre-oerently  read  ; 

The  foul  is  fent,  where  Fate  ordains. 

To  reap  rewa?ds,  to  fufter  pains. 
The  Virtuous  to  thofe  manficns  go. 

Where  pleafares  unembitter'd  flow  ; 

Where,  leading -up  a  jocund  band. 

Vigour  and  Youth  dance  hand  in  hand, 
Whiiil  Zephyr,  Vvith  harmonious  gales,* 

Pipes  fofteft  ?nujjc  tnro'  the  vales. 

And  Spring  and  Flora,  gaily  crown'd. 
With  n^el'vet  carpets  fpread  the  ground  ; 
With  li-uelier  blujh  where  rofes  bloom. 
And  ev'ry  fhrub  expires  perfume  ; 
Where  cryjial  ftreams  meand'ring  glide. 
Where  ^Marbii?ig  flows  the  amber  tide. 
Where  other  Suns  dart  brighter  beams. 
And  Light  thro''  purer  at  her  Itreams. 
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Far  other  feats,  far  difF'rent  ilatc 
The  fons  of  Wickednefs  await, 
J  uftice  (not  that  eld  hag  I  mean. 
Who's  nightly  in  the  Garden  feen. 
Who  lets  no  fparlc  cf  mercy  rife 
For  crimes,  by  ivbic'j  i.nn  Icfe  their  eyes  ; 
Nor  Ker  who,  with  an  equal  hand. 
Weighs  tea  andy^pfir  in  the  Strand  ; 
y^ov  Her  who,  b/  the  world  deem'd  -ivife. 
Deaf  to  the  widow's  piercing  cries, 
Steel'd  'gainil  th"?  Curving  orphan's  tears. 
On  pR^\:ns  her  h"A-z  tribunal xfax^  ; 
But  Her  who  after  death  prefides. 
Whom  facred  Truth  unerring  gulden ; 
Who,  free  from  partial  iniluence,. 
IJor  links  nor  raifes  e-uidence, 
Before  whom  nothing's  in  the  dark. 
Who  takes  no  bribe,  and  keeps  no  curl:) 
Jufdce  with  equal  fcale  below 
In  due  proportion  weighs  out  woe. 
And  always  with  fuch  kxky  aim 
Knows  punifhments  lb  lit  to  fraiT-r, 
Thai:  fae  augments  their  grief  and  pain^ 
Leaving  no  reaibn  to  complain. 

Old  Maids  and  Ralces  are  join'd  torctl: 
Coquettes  and  -^irudes,  li!:e  J^pril  weather. 
Wit^z  forc'd  to  fZ-.v-r;  with  Commcn  S,crife,. 
And  Lujl  is  yok'd  to  L;:pctcnce. 
Profefibrs  (jafiice  fo  decreed) 
V:ipaid  muil  comlant  Lsyi'ures  rer.d  ; 

^'oL.  LXVI.  L  Ott 
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On  earth  it  often  doth  befal, 
',  They're /flzV,  and  ne'ver  read  at  all, 
Farjojis  muft  praftife  what  they  teach. 
And  Bijhops  are  compell'd  to  preach. 

She  who  on  earth  was  nice  and  prim. 
Of  delicacy  full,  and  whim, 
Whofe  tender  nature  could  not  bear 
The  rudenefs  of  the  churlifh  air. 
Is  doom'd,  to  mortify  her  pride. 
The  change  of  weather  to  abide. 
And  fells,  whilll  tears  with  liquor  mix. 
Burnt  brandy  on  the  fhore  of  Styx. 

Avaro,  by  long  ufe  grown  bold 
In  ev'ry  ill  which  brings  him  gold. 
Who  his  Redeemer  would  pull  down. 
And  fell  his  God  for  half-a-crown  ; 
Who,  if  fome  blockhead  fhould  be  willing 
To  lend  him  on  his  foul  a  [hilling, 
A  well-made  bargain  would  efteem  it. 
And  have  more  fenfe  than  to  redeem  it ; 
Juftice  fhall  in  thofe  fhades  confine. 
To  drudge  for  Plutus  in  the  mine, 
AH  the  day  long  to  toil  and  roar. 
And  curfing  work  the  ftubborn  ore. 
For  coxcombs  here,  who  have  no  brains. 
Without  a  fixpence  for  his  pains. 
Thence,  with  each  due  return  of  night, 
Con^pell'd,  the  tall,  thin,  half-ftai-v'd  fprite 
Shall  earth  re-vifit,  and  furvey 
The  place  where  once  his  treafurc  lay  ; 

Shall 
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Shall  view  t\itjiall,  where  holy  Pride 

With /^//fr'/ Ignorance  allied,  jj 

Once  hail'd  him  mighty  and  ador'd, 

Defcended  to  another  Lord. 

Then  fhall  he  fcreaming  pierce  the  air. 

Hang  his  lank  jaws,  and  fcowl  defpair  ; 

Then  fhall  he  ban  at  Heaven's  decrees. 

And,  howling,  fink  to  hell  for  eafe. 
Thofe  who  on  earth  thro'  life  have  pall 

With  equal  pace,  from  firft  to  laft. 

Nor  vex'd  with  pafllons  nor  with  fpleen, 

Infipid,  eafy,  and  ferene  ; 

Whofe  heads  were  made  too  weak  to  bear 

The  weight  of  bufinefs,  or  of  care  j 

Who  without  merit,  without  crime. 

Contrive  to  while  away  their  time. 

Nor  Good,  nor  Bad,  nor  Fools,  nor  Wits, 

Mild  Juftice  with  a  fmile  pennits 

Still  to  purfue  their  darling  plan. 
And  find  amufement  how  they  can. 

The  Beau,  in  gaudieft  plumage  dreH 
With  lucky  fancy,  o'er  the  reft. 
Of  Jir  a  curious  mantle  throws. 
And  chats  among  his  brother  Beaux  ; 
Or,  if  the  weather's  fine  and  clear. 
No  fign  of  rain  or  tempeft  near, 
Encourag'd  by  the  cloudlefs  day, 
\i\k.&  gilded  butterflies  at  play. 
So  lively  all,  fo  gay,  fo  brifk. 
In  air  x!t\cy  flutter,  float ,  sxidifrijk,. 

L  2  The 
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The  Belle  (what  mortal  doth  not  know, 
TJelles  after  deatli  admire  a  Beau  ? ) 
V/ith  happy  grace  renev/s  her  art. 
To  trap  the  Coxcomb's  wand'iinj  heart. 
And  after  death,  as  whilfc  they  live, 
A  heart  is  all  which  Eeaux  can  give. 

In  fome  flill,  folemn,  facred  fhade. 
Behold  a  group  of  Authors  laid, 
Ne--ws-pap€r  Wits,  and  Sonneteers, 
Gentlemen  Bards,  and  rhning  Peers, 
Biographers,  v/hofe  wond'rous  worth 
Is  fcarce  remember'd  now  on  earth. 
Whom  Fielding's  biunour  led  altray, 
Axi6.  plaint  I've  Fops,  debauch'd  by  Gray, 
All  fit  together  in  a  ring. 
And  laugh  and  prattle,  write  and  fing. 

On  his  Gtvn  works,  with  laurel  crown'd, 
heatly  and  elegantly  hound, 
(For  this  is  one  of  many  rulps 
With  ivriting  Lords  and  laureai  Fools, 
And  which  for  ever  mull  fucceed 
With  other  Lords  who  cannot  read. 
However  defcitute  of  v/it. 
To  make  their  works  for  Book-cafe  fit) 
AcknowIcLG-'d  mafter  of  thofe  feats, 
Cibbtr  his  £irih-day  Odes  repeats. 

With  triumph  no-jj  pofiefs  that  feat. 
With  triumph  no^jj  thy  Odes  repeat, 
Unrivaird  vigils  proudly  keep. 
Whim  ev'ry  hearer's  iuil'd  to  Hcep  ; 


But 
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But  know,  illuftrious  Bard,  when  Fate^ 
Which  fcill  purfues  thy  name  with  hate. 
The  regal  laurel  blafcs,  which  now 
Blooms  on  the  placid  Whitehead's  brow. 
Low  mufc  defcend  thy  pride  and  fame. 
And  Gibber's  be  the  fecond  name. 

Here  Trifle  cough'd  (for  cough'mg  ilill 
Bears  witnefs  of  x\\(tfpeaker''%  fkill, 
A  neceffary  piece  of  art. 
Of  Rhet^ic  an  efTential  part. 
And  adepts  in  the  Speaking  trade 
Keep  a  cougb  by  them  ready  made. 
Which  they  fuccefsfuUy  difpenfe 
When  at  a  lofs  for  -fjords  or  fen/e) 
Here  Trifle  cough'd,  here  paus'd— but  while 
He  itrove  to  recolle<5l  \ihjmle. 
That  happy  engine  of  his  art. 
Which  triumphed  o'er  the  female  heart. 

Credulity,  the  child  of  Folly, 

Begoi  on  cloyjler  d  Melanchcly, 

Who  heard,  with  grief,  the  liorld  fool 

Turn  r^cred  things  to  ridicule, 

Ari  faw  him,  led  by  Whim  away. 

Still  farther  from  the  fubjecl  fcray, 

Jufl  in  tho  happy  nick,  aloud. 

In  ihapc  of  M-— e,  addr.-fs'd  the  crowd. 
Wer..  v/c  ^vlth  patience  here  tc  iic. 

Dupes  r.j  th'  impertinerxe  of  Vvit, 

Till  "frifle  his  harangu:;  fhculd  end, 

A  Greenland  night  we  mKht  attend, 

L  3  v/him 
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Whilft  He,  with  fluency  of  fpeech. 
Would  various  mighty  nothings  teach, 
(Here. Trifle,  fternly  looking  down. 
Gravely  endeavour'd  at  a  frown. 
But  Nature  unawares  ftept  in. 
And,  mocking,  turn'd  it  to  a  grin) 
And  when,  in  Fancy's  chariot  hurl'd. 
We  had  been  carried  round  the  world, 
Involv'd  in  error  ftill  and  doubt. 
He'd  leave  us  where  .we  firfl:  fet  out. 
Thxis  fuUiers  (in  whofe  exercife 
Material  ufe  with  grandeur  vies) 
Lift  up^'iheir  legs  with  mighy  pain. 
Only  to  fet  them  down  again. 

Believe  ye  not  (yes,  all  I  fee 
In  found  belief  concur  with  me) 
That  Providence,  for  worthy  ends. 
To  us  unknown,  this  Spirit  fends  ! 
Tho'  fpeechlefs  lay  the  trembling  tongue, 
Yo\xr  faith  was  on  your  features  hung. 
Your  faith  I  in  your  eyes  could  fee, 
When  all  were  pale  and  ftar'd  like  me. 
But  fcruples  to.  prevent,  and  root 
Out  ev'ry  ihadovv  cf  difpute, 
Pompofo,  Flaiifible,  and  I, 
With  Fanny  have  agreed  to  try 
A  deep  concerted  fcheme — This  night. 
To  fix  or  to  deltroy  Her  quite. 
If  it  be  true,  before  we've  done. 
We'll  make  it  glaring  as  the  fun  ; 


If 


I 


THE      GHOST.  JS« 

If  it  hefal/ei  admit  no  doubt. 
Ere  morning's  dawn  we'll  find  it  out. 
Into  the  vaulted  womb  of  death. 
Where  Fanny  now,  depriv'd  of  breath. 
Lies  feft'ring,  whilll  her  troubled_^r/i'* 
Adds  horror  to  the  gloom  of  night. 
Will  ive  defcend,  and  bring  from  thence 
Proofs  of  fuch  force  to  Common  Senfe, 
Vain  Trifers  Ihall  no  more  deceive. 
And  Atheilts  tremble  and  believe. 

He  faid,  and  ceas'd  ;  the  chamber  rung 
With  due  applaufe  from  every  tongue. 
The  mingled  found  (now  let  me  fee. 
Something  by  way  oi  Jimile) 
Was  it  more  like  Strymonian  cranes. 
Or  <windsy  lo^tv  murmuring,  ^vhen  it  rains. 
Or  dro-ivjy  hum  of  cluji^ring  bees. 
Or  the  hoarfe  roar  of  angrj  feas  ? 
Or  (ftill  to  heighten  and  explain. 
For  elfe  our Jimile  is  vain) 
I>hall  we  declare  it  like  all  four, 
A  fcream,  a  murmur^  bum,  and  roar  ? 

Let  Fancy  now  in  awful  ftate 
Prefent  this  great  TriumA'irate, 
(A  method  which  receiv'd  we  find 
In  other  cafes  by  mankind) 
EleSled  with  a  joint  confent, 
KWfods  in  town  to  reprefent. 

Tlie  clock  llrikes  twelve — M— e  flarts  and  fwears. 
-In  oaths  we  know,  as  well  as  pray rs^ 

L  4  Religion 
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Religion  lies,  and  a  Church  brother 
May  ufe  at  will  or  one  or  t'  other. 
Plaufible  from  hia  cafibck  drew 
A  holy  manual,  feeming  new ; 
A  book  it  was  of  private  prayW, 
But  not  a  pin  the  worfe  for  wear ; 
For,  as  we  by  the  bye  may  fay. 
None  \iMXfmall  faints  in  private  pray. 
Religion,  faireft  maid  on  earth. 
As  meek  as  good,  who  drew  her  birth 
From  that  blell  union,  when  in  heaven 
Pleafure  was  bride  to  Virtue  given ; 
Religion,  ever  pleas'd  to  pray, 
Poiiefs'd  the  precious  gift  one  day; 
liypocrify,  of  Cunning  born. 
Crept  in  and  flols  it  ere  the  morn. 
Wh— te — d,  that  greateft  of  all  faints. 
Who  aiwr.ys  prays  and  never  faints. 
Whom  She  to  her  oi.-:n  brothers  bore. 
Rapine  and  Lufr,  on  Severn's  fliore, 
P.cceiv'd  it  from  x.\\^fquinting  dame; 
Frpm  Li;!i  to  ^'laufible  it  came. 
Who,  with  unufual  care  cppreft. 
Now  trembling,  pull'd  it  from  his  breafl. 
Dcubto  in  his  boding  heart  arife. 
And  fancied  fpcdres  blait  his  eyes. 
Devotion  fprings  from  abjecl  feary 
And  ftamps  his  pray'rs  for  cnce  fmcere. 

Pompofo  (infoient  and  loud. 
Vain  idol  of  a  fcribbl'mg  crowd. 
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Whofe  very  name  infpires  an  awe, 

V/hofe  ev'ry  word  is  fenfe  and  law. 

For  what  his  greatnefs  hath  decreed. 

Like  laws  of  Perfia  and  of  Mede, 

Sacred  thro*  all  the  realm  of  Wity 

r-.Iufc  never  of  repeal  admit ; 

Who,  curfmg  flattery,  is  the  tool 

Of  ev'ry  fawning,  fiatt'ring  fool ; 

V/ho  wit  with  jealous  eye  furveys. 

And  fickens  at  another's  praife  ; 

Who,  proudly  feiz'd  of  Learning^  throne. 

Now  damns  all  learning  but  his  own  ; 

Who  fcorns  thofe  common  wares  to  trade  in, 

Reas'iihig,   Ccn-vinci7ig,  and  Perjuad'mgy 

But  makes  each  fentence  current  pafs 

With  Puppy,  Coxcomb,  Scoundrel,  Jfs  ; 

For  'tis  with  him  a  certain  rule. 

The  folly's  prov'd  when  he  calls  fool ; 

V/ho,  to  increafe  his  native  ftrergth. 

Draws  words  fix  fyllables  in  length. 

With  which,  afiiiled  with  a  frown 

Dy  way  of  club,  he  knocks  us  down ; 

\'/ho  'bove  the  vulgar  dares  to  rife. 

And  fenfe  of  decency  defies  ; 

For  this  fame  decency  is  made 

Only  for  bunglers  in  the  trade, 

And,  like  the  cob^veb  laws,  is  uill 

Broke  tliro'  by  great  ones  when  they  will)  — 

I'cmpofo,  witii Ji'rong fenfe  fupplied. 

Supported  and  confirm'd  hy  pride. 

His 
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His  comrades'  terrors  to  beguile, 

Grinri'd  horribly  a  ghajily  fmile  : 
Features  fo  horrid,  were  it  light. 
Would  put  the  Devil  himfelf  to  flight. 

Such  were  the  three  in  name  and  worth, 
Whom  Zeal  and  Judgment  fmgled  forth 
To  try  the/p-ite  on  Reafon's  plan. 
Whether  it  was  of  God  or  Mafi, 

Dark  was  the  night,  it  was  that  hour 
When  Terror  reigns  in  fulleft  pow'r. 
When,  as  the  Learn'd  of  old  have  faid. 
The  yawning  grave  gives  up  her  dead. 
When  Murder,  Rapine  by  her  fide. 
Stalks  o'er  the  earth  with  giatii  ftride  ; 
Our  Quixotes  (for  that  knight  of  old 
Was  not  in  truth  by  half  fo  hold, 
Tho'  Reafon  at  the  fame  time  cries. 
Our  Quixotes  are  not  half  fo  n.vife. 
Since  they,  with  other  follies,  boaft 
An  expedition  'gainft  a  Ghoj}) 
Thro'  the  dull  deep  furrounding  gloom. 
In  ck)fe  array,  tow'rds  Faknv's  tomb 
Adventur'd  forth. — Caution  before. 
With  heedful  ftep,  the  laiithom  bore. 
Pointing  at  graves ;  and  in  the  rear, 
trembling,  and  talking  loud,  went  Fear. 
The  church-yard  teem'd — th'  unfettled  ground. 
As  in  an  ague,  fliook  around  ; 
While  in  fome  dreary  =vault  conftn'd. 
Or  riding  on  the  hcllo%<j  ivind, 

Horror, 
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Horror,  which  turns^he  heart  to  ftone. 
In  dreadful  founds  was  heard  to.  groan. 
All  llaring,  wild,  and  out  of  breath. 
At  length  they  reach  the  place  of  death, 

A  Vault  it  was,  long  time  apply 'd 
To  hold  the  laft  remains  of  pride  : 
No  beggar  there,  of  -humble  race. 
And  humble  fortunes,  finds  a  place; 
To  reft  in  pomp  as  well  as  eafe. 
The  only  way's,  to  pay  x.\\efees. 
pools.  Rogues,  and  Whores,  if  richzxid.  gr^at, 
proud  e'en  in  death.  Here  rot  mjfate. 
No  tiiieves  difrobe  the  ivell-dreji  dead. 
No  plumbers  fteal  x\\e /acred  lead  ; 
Quiet  and  fafe  the  bodies  lie. 
No  (extons /ell,   no  furgeons  Say. 

Thrice  each  the  pond'rous  key  apply'xl. 
And  thrice  to  turn  it  vainly  try'd. 
Till,  taught  hy  prudence  to  unite. 
And  ftraining  with  colleded  might. 
The  ftubbcrn  wards  refift  no  more, 
•But  open  flies  the  groiuling  door. 

Three  paces  back  they  fell  amaz'd, 
\^\\^z  fiatues  flood,  like  ?nadmen  gaz" d  ; 
The  frighted  blood  forfakes  the  face, 
A^nd  feeks  the  heart  with  quicker  pace  ; 
The  throbbing  heart  its  fears  declares. 
And  upright  ftand  the  "briflled  hairs ; 
The  head  in  wild  diftraftion  fwims  ; 
Cold  fweats  bedew  the  trembling  limbs ; 

Nature, 
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Nature,  whilft  fears  her  bofom  chill, 

Sufpends  her  pow'rs,  and  Life  ftands  ftill. 

Thus  had  they  flood  till  ;/o-iy,  but  Shame 
(An  ufeful,  the'  neglefted  dame. 
By  Keav'n  defign'd  the  friend  of  Man, 
Tho'  we  degrade  her  all  we  can. 
And  lirive,  as  our  firlc  proof  of  wit, 
rier  name  and  nature  to  forget) 
Came  to  their  aid  in  happy  hour. 
And  with  a  wand  of  mighty  pow'r 
Struck  on  their  hearts  ;  vain  fears  fubfide. 
And  bafled,  leave  the  field  to  Pride. 

Shall  They,   (forbid  it  Fame)  fhall  They 
The  dictates  of  vile  fear  obey  ? 
Shall  They,  the  idols  of  the  Town, 
To  bugbears  F a-icy  form' d  bov/  down  ? 
Shall  They,  who  greateft  zeal  exprcft, 
•And  undertook  for  all  the  reft, 
Whofe  matchlefs  courage  all  admire. 
Inglorious  from  the  taiic  retire  ? 
How  v/ould  tho  'jjicked  o,:es  rejoice. 
And  infdels  exalt  their  voice. 
If  IvI — e  and  Plaufible  v/erc  found, 
^y  Jhadoivs  aw'd,  to  quit  their  ground  ? 
Kow  wcvXAfcols  laugh,  i>.ould  it  appear 
Pompcfo  was  the  f.r.ve  of  fear  ? 
"  Perifh  the  thought  !  Tho'  to  our  eyes 
"  In  all  its  terrors  bell  i'liculd  rife, 
**  Tho'  thcufand  Ghoiis,  in  dread  array, 
"  With  glaring  eye-balls,  crofs  our  way, 


The' 


THE      GHOST. 


J  57 


"  Tho'  Caution,  trembling,  ftands  aloof, 
"  Still  we  will  on,  and  dare  the  proof." 
They  faid  ;  and  without  farther  halt, 
Dauntlefs  march'd  onward  to  the  Vault. 

What  mortal  men,  who  e'er  drew  breath. 
Shall  break  into  the  houfe  of  Death, 
With  foot  i'.iihaUon.v^d,  and  from  thence 
The  myfc'ries  of  that  fcate  difpcnfe, 
Unlefs  they,  with  due  rites,  prepare 
Their  weaker  fenfe  fuch  fights  to  bear. 
And  gain  permiffion  from  the  State, 
On  earth  their  journal  to  relate  ? 
Poets  themfelves,  without  a  crime. 
Cannot  attempt  it  e'en  in  ri7?it, 
But  always,  on  fuch  grand  occafion. 
Prepare  2iJolet:in  iii'vocation, 
A  pofy  for  gri;Ti  Pluto  weave. 
And  in  fmooth  numbers  afk  his  leave. 
But  why  this  caution?  Why  prepare 
Rites,  needlefs  new  ?  for  thrice  in  air 
The  Spirit  of  the  Night  hathy/z^fz'^. 
And  thrice  hath  clapp'd  his  wings  well-pleas'd. 

Defcer.d  then.  Truth,  and  guard  thy  fide. 
My  h'hife,  my  Patrone/s,  and  Guide  ! 
Let  others  at  invention  aim. 
And  feel;  by  falfities  for  fame  ; 
Our  fcory  wants  not,  at  this  time, 
Flcu?ices  z.w^  furl elo'ws  in  rime  : 

Relate 
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Relate  plain  facts ;  be  brief  and  bold ; 

And  let  the  Poets,  fam'd  oS  oU, 

Seek,  whllft  bur  artlefe  tale  we  tell. 

In  vain  to  iind  a  Parallel : 

Silent  All  Th REE  WENT  In,  about 

Ath  Thre£  TURK*i5  Silent,  And  Came  Out. 


ENDO?    THE    SECOND    BOOK. 
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BOOK        ILL 

IT  WAS  THE  Hour,  when  hu/ivife  Morn 
With  pearl  and  linen  hangs  each  thorn. 
When  happy  Bards,  who  can  regale 
Their  Mufe  with  country  air  and  ale. 
Ramble  afield,  to  brooks  and  bow'rs. 
To  pick  \V2  fentiments  and_;?o-Tt;Vj  ; 
When  dogs  and  'Squires  from  kennel  fly. 
And  hogs  and  farmers  quit  their  i- y  j 
When  my  Lord  rifes  to  the  chace. 
And  brawny  Chaplain  takes  his  place. 

Thefe  images,  or  bad  or  good. 
If  they  are  rightly  underftood. 
Sagacious  readers  muft  allow. 
Proclaim  us  in  the  country  now ; 
For  obfervations  moftly  rife 
From  objects  jufl:  before  our  eyes. 
And  er'ry  Lord  in  Critic  Wit 
Can  tell  you  where  the  piece  "was  writ. 
Can  point  out,  as  he  goes  along, 
(And  who  fhall  dare  to  fay  he's  wrorg  ?) 
Whether  the  warmth  (for  Bards  we  know 
At  prefent,  never  more  than  glow) 
Was  in  the  town  or  country  caught. 
By  the  peculiar  turn  of  thought. 


It 
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It  was  the  FIour — tho'  Critics  frown. 
We  now  declare  ourfelves  in  town. 
Nor  will  a  mcnent's  paufe  allow 
For  {IndinfT  when  we  came,  or  how. 
The  man  who  deals  in  humble  profe. 
Tied  dov/n  by  rule  and  method,  goes ; 
But  they  who  court  the  vig'rous  iVIufe, 
Their  carriage  i.ave  a  right  to  chufe. 
Free  as  the  air,  and  unconfin'd. 
Swift  as  the  notioiis  of  the  mind. 
The  Poet  darts  from  place  to  place. 
And  iliilant  bounds  o'er  time  and  fpace ; 
Nature  (whilfL  blended  fire  and  Ciill 
Inflame  our  pafTions  to  his  will) 
Smiles  at  her  violated  laws. 
And  crowns  his  daring  with  applaufe. 

Should  there  be  fLill  fome  rigid  few. 
Who  keep  projirietj  in  view, 
Whofe  heads  turn  round,  and  cannot  bear 
This  whirling  pafTage  thro'  the  air. 
Free  leave  have  fuch  at  home  to  fit. 
And  write  a  regimen  for  v/ic ; 
To  clip  our  pinions  let  them  try. 
Not  having  heart  themielves  to  Hy. 

It  v/as  the  Hour,  when  d::votces 
Breathe //o«j  cicrjes  on  their  knees. 
When  they  v/itli  pray'rs  the  t-ay  b?gia 
To  fandify  a  night  of  nn  ; 
When  rogues  of  modefcy,  who  ream 
Under  the  veil  of  night,  fnea!;.  iiome. 


That 


THE      GHOST.  i6i 

That  free  from  all  rellraint  and  awe, 
J  uft  to  the  windward  of  the  law, 
Lefs  mcdeft  rogues  their  tricks  may  play. 
And  plunder  in  the  face  of  day. 

But  hold— whilll:  thus  we  play  the  fool. 
In  bold  contempt  of  ev'ry  rule. 
Things  of  no  ccnfequsnce  expreffing, 
Defcrihing  now,  and  now  digrs£ingy 
To  the  difcrcdit  of  our  lldll. 
The  main  concern  i^  Handing  ft'dl. 

In  Plays  indeed,  when  fcorras  of  rage 
Tempeftuous  in  the  foul  engage. 
Or  when  the  fpirits,  weak  and  low. 
Are  funk  in  deep  diftrefs  and  vvcl'. 
With  firift  propriety  we  hear 
Defcription  ftealing  on  the  ear. 
And  put  off  feeling  half  an  hour 
To  thatch  a  cot,  or  paint  v.Jio-zv'r ; 
But  in  ihexe /ericas  works,  defign'd 
To  mend  the  morals  of  mankind. 
We  muiL  for  ever  be  cifgrac'd 
With  all  the  nicer  fons  of  Tafte, 
If  once,  the  fhadow  to  purfue. 
We  let  the  fubftance  out  of  view. . 
Our  means  muft  uniformly  tend 
In  due  proportion  to  their  end. 
And  ev'ry  palTage  aptly  join 
To  bring  about  the  c/ie  defign. 
Our  friends  themfelves  cannot  admit 
This  rambling,  wild,  digreSve  Wit, 

Vol.  LXVI.  M  No— 
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No— not  thofe  very  friends,  who  found 
Their  credit  on  the  felf-fame  ground. 

Peace,  my  good  grumbling  Sir^ — for  once. 
Sunk  in  the  folemn,  formal  dunce. 

This  Coxcomb  fliall  your  fears  bet^uile 

We  will  be  dull— that  you  may  fmile. 

Come  Method,  come  in  all  thy  pride, 
Dullnefs  and  Whitehead  by  thy  fide, 
Dullnefs  and  Method  ftill  are  one. 
And  Whitehead  is  their  darling  ion. 
Not  He  *  whofe  pen,  above  controul. 
Struck  terror  to  the  guilty  foul. 
Made  Folly  tremble  thro'  her  Hate, 
And  villains  blulh  at  being  great, 
Whilil:  he  himfelf  with  fieady  face, 
Difdaining  modefty  and  grace. 
Could  blunder  on  thro'  thick  and  thin. 
Thro'  ev'ry  mean  and  fervile  fm. 
Yet  fwear  by  Philip  and  by  Paul, 
He  nobly  fcorn'd  to  blufh  at  all ; 
But  He,  who  in  the  Laureat  Chair, 
By  Grace  not  Merit  planted  there, 
Jn  aukward  pomp  is  feen  to  fit. 
And  by  his  patent  proves  his  wit  ; 
For  favours  of  the  Great,  we  knov/. 
Can  wit  as  v/ell  as  rank  beftov/. 
And  they  who  without  one  pretenfion. 
Can  get  for  fools  a  place  or  perfion, 

*   Paul  V/hhth;ad. 
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Mufl:  able  be  fuppos'd  of  courfe  ^fodi  Joa—oH 

(If  reafon  is  allow'd  due  force)  s-.  --.  ■-.  ..'r 

To  give  fuch  qualities  and  grace 
As  may  equip  them  for  the  place. 

But  He— who  meafures  as  he  goes, 
A  mongrel  kind  of  tinklir.g  prole. 
And  is  too  frugal  to  difpenfe 
At  once  both  Poetry  and  Senfe ; 
Who,  from  anidii  ti\?>  jiu7nb\  ing  guards. 
Deals  cut  a  Charge  tojuhjeit  hardi. 
Where  couplets  after  couplets  creep 
Propitious  to  the  reign  of  fleep. 
Yet  ev'ry  word  imprints  an  awe. 
And  all  his  dictates  pafs  for  law 
With  Beaux,  who  fimper  all  around. 
And  Belles,  who  die  in  ev'ry  found. 
For  in  all  things  of  this  relation. 
Men  moltly  judge  irom  Jituaiion, 
Nor  in  a  thoufand  find  we  one 
Who  really  weighs  what's  faid  or  done. 
They  deal  out  cenfure,  or  give  credit. 
Merely  from  him  who  did  or  faid  it. 

But  He — who,  happily  J'erene, 
Means  nothing,  yet  would  feem  to  mean  ; 
Who  rules  and  cautions  can  diipenfe 
With  all  that  humble  infolence. 
Which  Impudence  in  vain  would  teach. 
And  none  but  modeft  men  can  reach ; 
Who  adds  to  Sentiments  the  grace 
Of  always  being  out  cf  place, 

M  2  And 
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And  draivh  out  Morals  with  an  air 
A  gentleman  would  blufh  to  wear  ;  ' 
Who,  -on  the  chaficji,  Jimphji  plan. 
As  chajie,  zsjimple  as  the  man. 
Without  or  charaiier,  ox  plot. 
Nature  unknown,  and  Art  forgot. 
Can,  with  much  racking  of  the  brain?. 
And  years  confum'd  in  letter'd  pains, 
A  heap  of  w6rds  together  lay. 
And,  fmirking,  call  the  thing  a  Play  ; 
Who  champion  fvvorn  in  Virtue's  caufe, 
'Gainfl:  \'ice  his  tiny  bodkin  draws, 
Eut  to  no  part  of  priideiice  Granger, 
Firft  blunts  the  point  for  fear  of  danger. 
So  nurfes  fage,  a^  caution  works. 
When  children  iifll  ufe  krives  and  forks. 
For  fear  of  mifchief,  it  is  known. 
To  others  fingers,  of  their  own. 
To  take  the  edge  off  wifely  chufe, 
Tho'  the  fame  llrcke  takes  off  the  ufb. 

Thee,  Whitehead,  Thee  I  now  invoke. 
Sworn  foe  to  Satire's  gen'rous  flrokc. 
Which  makes  unwilling  Confcience  feel. 
And  wounds,  but  only  wounds  to  heal. 
Good-natur'd,  eafy  creature,  mild. 
And  gentle  as  a  neVv'-born  child. 
Thy  heart  would  never  once  admit 
E'en  'wholefome  rigour  to  thy  wit ; 
Thy  head,  if  Confcience  fhould  comply. 
Its  kind  aStilance  would  der.y. 
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And  lend  thee  neither  force,  nor  art, 
To  drive  it  onward  to  the  heart. 
O  may  thy  i'acred  pow'r  controul 
Each  fiercer  working  of  my  foul. 
Damp  every  fpark  of  genuine  fire. 
And  languors  like  thine  own  infpire  ; 
Trite  be  each  thought,  and  ev'ry  line 
As  mora!,  and  as  dull  as  Thine. 

Pcis*din  mid-air (it  matters  not 

To  afcertain  the  very  fpot. 
Nor  yet  to  give  you  a  relation. 

How  it  eluded  gravitation ) 

Hung  a  Watch-To-ivcr — by  Vulcan  plann'd 
With  fuch  rare  fkill,  by  Jove's  command. 
That  ev'ry  word,  which  v^^hifper'd  here 
Scarce  vibrates  to  the  neighbour  car. 
On  the  ftill  bofom  of  the  air 
Is  borne,  and  heard  dilHnclly  there. 
The  palace  of  an  ancient  dame, 
\"\'hom  m.en  as  well  as  gods  call  Fame. 

A  prattling  gojjip,  on  whofe  tongue 
Proof  of  perpetual  motion  hung  ; 
\Vhofe  lungs  in  ftrength  all  lungs  farpafs. 
Like  her  own  trumpet  made  of  brafs  j 
Who  with  an  hundred  pair  of  eyes 
The  vain  attacks  of  fleep  defies  ; 
Who  with  an  hundred  pair  of  wings 
News  from  the  fartheft  quarters  brings; 
Sees,  hears,  and  tells,  untold  before. 
All  that  (lie  knows,  and  ten  times  more. 

M  3  Not 
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Not  all  the  virtues  which  we  find  'li// 

Concenter'd  in  a  Hunter's  mind,  -',sA 

Can  make  her  fpare  the  ranc'rous  tale,  'O 

If  in  one  point  fhe  chance  to  fail ;  j  f-' 

Or  if,  once  in  a  tlioul'and  years,  O 

A  perfedl  charadler  appears. 
Such  as  of  late  with  joy  and  pride 
My  foul  pollefs'd,  ere  Arrow  died  ; 
Gr  fuch  as,  Envy  muft  allow. 

The  world  enjoys  in  H now; 

This  hag,  who  aims  at  all  alike. 
At  virtues  e'en  like  theirs  will  ftrike. 
And  make  faults,  in  the  way  of  trade. 
When  ihe  can't  find  them  readv  made. 

AH  things  ilie  takes  ia,  finail  and  great. 
Talks  of  a  toy-Jhop  and  ^fiate  ; 
Of  --wits  and /ooh,  of  /aims  and  kings. 
Of  garters,  Jtars,  and  leaditig-Jirings  j 
Of  old  lordi  fumbling  for  a  clap, 
KvA  young  cms  full  of  pray'' r  and  pap  ; 
Of  courts,  of  morals,  and  tye-xvigs. 
Of  hears,  zx\6.fcrjeants  dancing  jigs; 
Of  grave  profefors  at  the  bar 
Learning  to  ihrum  on  the  guittar, 
Whilft  laws  ?ixc  fiubber''d  6'qv  in  hafle. 
And  Judgment  fiicrific'd  to  Tafle  ; 
Of  K'jhitedfepulckrcs,   la-jcn  fleenies. 
And  God's  bonfe  made  a  den  cf  thierjes  ; 
Oi  futi'ral pomps,  where  clamours  hung. 
And  fix'd  dlfgrace  on  ev'ry  ton£;ue, 

Whilft 
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Whilft  Senfe  and  Order  blufli'd  to  fee 

Keblt's  without  Humanity  ; 

Of  ccro7iat!ons,  where  each  heart, 

With  honeil  raptures,  bore  a  part ; 

Of  City  fcajh,  where  Elegance 

Was  proud  her  colours  to  advance. 

And  C-luttony,  uncommon  cafe, 

Cou'd  only  get  the  fecond  place  ; 

Of  nenjo-rais^d  pillars  in  the  ftate, 

W^ho  muft  be  good  as  being  great ; 

0{  /houUers,  on  which  Honours  fit 

Almoft  as  clumfily  as  Wit ; 

Of  doughty  knights,  whom  titles  pleafe. 

But  not  tiie  payment  of  ihefees ; 

Of  ledures,  whither  ev'ry  fool 

\n  fecond  childhood  goes  to  fchool  ; 

Of  grey-beards  deaf  to  Rcafon's  call. 

From  Inn  of  Court,  or  City  Hall, 

Whom  youthful  appetites  enflave. 

With  one  foot  fairly  in  the  grave. 

By  help  of  crutch,  a  needful  brother. 

Learning  of  Hart  to  dance  with  t'  other  ; 

Of  doctors  regularly  bred 

To  fill  the  manfions  of  the  dead  ; 

Of  quacks  (for  quacks  they  muft  be  ftill 

Who  fave  when  Forms  require  to  kill) 

Who  life,  and  health,  and  vigour  give 

To  Kim,  not  one  would  wifii  to  live ; 

Of  artijis  who,  with  nobleft  view, 

Difmtereiled  plans  purfue. 

IVI  4  For 
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For  trembling  wcrtli  the  ladder  raife. 
And  m2.rk  out  the  afcent  to  praiie  ; 
Of  J.'tJ  and  Scicfzcfs,  where  meet 
Sublime,  prcfoimd,  and  all  comphat, 
A  Set  (whom  at  fome  fitter  time 
The  Mule  lliall  conjecrate  in  riine) 
Who  humble  Artifts  to  cut- do 
A  far  more  lifral  planpurfue. 
And  let  their  n,vell-judg'd  Premiums  fall 
On  thofe  who  have  no  worth  at  all ; 
Qi  fign-poji  Exhibitions,  rais'd 
For  laughter  more  than  to  be  prais'd 
(Tho'  by  the  way  we  cannot  fee 
Why  praAJe  and  laughter  mayn't  agree) 
Where  genuine  Kumour  runs  to  walle. 
And  juftly  chides  cur  want  of  tafte, 
Cenfur'd,  like  other  things,  tho'  good, 
Eecaufe  they  are  not  underftood. 

To  higher  fubjedts  now  She  foars. 
And  talks  of  politics  and  -ivhcres 
(If  to  your  nic3  and  chaiter  ears 
That  term  indelicate  appears. 
Scripture  politely  fliall  reHne, 
And  melt  it  into  concubine)  ; 
In  the  fame  breath  fpreads  Bourbon's  league, 
And  publiHies  the  grand  intrigue  ; 
In  Bruffels  or  our  ov:n  Gazette 
Makes  armies  fi£;ht  which  never  met. 
And  circulates  the  pox  or  plague 
To  London,  by  the  way  of  Hague  ; 


For 
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For  all  the  lies  which  there  appear 
Stamp'd  with  authority  come  here  ; 
Dorrovvs  as  freely  from  the  gabble 
Of  fome  rude  leader  of  a  rabble. 
Or  from  the  quaint  harangues  of  thofc 
Who  lead  a  nation  by  the  nofe. 
As  from  thcCe J^orms  which,  void  of  art, 
Burft  from  cur  LofieJ}  Patriot's  heart. 
When  Eloquence  and  Virtue  (late 
Remark'd  to  live  in  mutual  hate) 
Fond  of  each  other's  friendlhip  grown. 
Claim  ev''ry  fentence  for  their  oivn  ; 
And  with  an  equal  joy  recites 
Parade  amours,  and  half-pay  fghts. 
Perform 'd  by  heroes  oi  fair  ixjeaiher, 
Alerely  by  dint  of  lace  sxiA  feather. 
As  thcfe  rare  afts  which  Honour  taught 
Our  daring  fons  where  Granby  fought. 
Or  thcfe  which,  v/ith  fuperior  fkill, 
Sackville  atchiev'd  \>y Jiandi7ig fill. 

This  Kag  (the  curious  if  they  pleafe 
May  .fearch  from  earliell  times  to  thefe. 
And  Poets  they  will  always  fee. 
With  gods  and  goddeffes  make  free. 
Treating  them  all,  except  the  Mufe, 
As  fcarcely  fit  to  wipe  their  faces) 
Who  had  beheld,  from  nrll;  to  laft. 
How  our  Triumvirate  had  pafs'd 
Night's  dreadful  interval,  and  heard 
With  firifl  attention  every  word. 


Soon 
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Soon  as  (lie  faw  return  of  light. 
On  founding  pinions  took  her  flight. 
Swift  thro'  the  regions  of  the  fky. 
Above  the  reach  of  human  eye, 
Onward  fhe  drove  the  furious  blaft. 
And  rapid  as  a  whirlwind  part 
O'er  countries,  once  the  feats  of  Tajle, 
By  Time  and  Ignorance  laid  wafle  ; 
O'er  lands,  where  former  ages  faw 
Rcafon  and  Truth  the  only  law  ; 
Where  Arts  and  Anns,  and  Public  Love 
In  gen'rous  cmulaticn  ftrove  ; 
Where  kings  were  proud  of  legal  fway. 
And  fubjefts  happy  to  obey, 
Tho'  now  in  flav'ry  funk,  and  broke 
To  Superjlitic7i^s  galling  yoke  ; 
Of  Jrts,  of  Arms,  no  more  they  tell. 
Or  Freedoin,  which  with  Science  fell. 
By  tyrants  av/'d,  who  never  find 
The  pafTage  to  their  people's  mind. 
To  v/hcm  the  joy  was  never  known 
Of  planting  in  the  heart  their  throne. 
Far  from  all  profpeft  of  relief. 
Their  hours  in  fruitlefs  pray'rs  and  grief, 
For  lofs  of  blefiings  they  employ. 
Which  We  untkankfully  enjoy. 

Now  is  the  time   (had  we  the  will) 
T'  amaze  the  reader  with  our  fkill. 
To  pour  out  fuch  a  flood  of  knowledge 
As  might  fuffice  for  a  whole  College, 
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Whilll  with  a  true  poetic  force 

We  tracM  the  Goddefb  in  her  courfe, 

Sivccily  dcfcribing,  in  our  flight, 

Eacli  common  and  uncommon  fight. 

Making  our  journal  gay  and  plcafar.t, 

"With  things  long  pall,  and  things  now  preu'nt. 

Rivers — once  Nymphs — (a  transformation 
Is  mighty  pretty  in  relation) 
From  great  authorities  we  know, 
Will  matter  for  a  tale  bellow. 
To  make  the  obfervation  clear. 
We  give  our  friends  an  inilancc  here. 

The  Day  (that  never  is  forgot) 
Was  <very  fne,    but  ^ery  hot  ; 
The  Nymph  (another  gen'ral  rule) 
Enflam'd  with  heat,  laid  down  to  cool ; 
Her  hair  (we  no  exceptions  find) 
M'^av'd  carelcfs  floating  in  the  vjind ', 
Her  h  ai'itig  hreajis,  \\k.e/iimmer  feas, 
Seem''d  amorous  of  the  playful  breeze  ; 
Should _/oW  Defcription  tune  our  lays 
In  choicpji  accents  to  her  praife, 
Dcfcription  we  at  laft  fhould  find. 
Baffled  and  weak,  would  halt  behind. 
Nature  had  form'd  her  to  infpire 
In  ev'ry  bofom  foft  defire, 
Paffions  to  raife  pe  could  not  feel. 
Wounds  to  infiid  Jhe  nx:ould  not  heal. 
A  God  (his  name  is  no  great  matter. 
Perhaps  a  Jove,  perhaps  a  iatyr) 

Raging 
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Raging  with  luji,  a  gcdlike  flame. 

By  chance,  as  I'J'ualy  thither  came  ; 

With  gloting  eyes  the  fair-one  view'd, 

Deiir'd  her  firft,  and  then  purfu'd. 

She  (for  what  other  can  fhe  do  ?) 

Mull  fly— •jr  how  can  He  purfue  ?~ 

T  he  Mufe  (fo  cuiloin  hath  <lecreed) 

Now  proves  her  fpirit  by  her  fpeed. 

Nor  muft  one  limping  line  diigrace 

The  life  and  vigour  of  the  race. 

She  runs,  and  He  runs,  'till  at  length. 

Quite  delHtute  of  breath  and  fcrength. 

To  Hea--v''n  (for  there  we  a.11  apply 

For  help,  when  there's  no  other  nigh) 

She  offers  up  her  'uirgin  pray'r, 

( Can  ^oirgins  pray  unpitied  there  : ) 

And  when  the  God  thinks  he  has  caueht  her. 

Slips  thro'  his  hands,  and  runs  to  water. 

Becomes  zjirear/i,  in  which  the  Poet, 

If  he  has  any  wit,  may  fliew  it. 

A  city  once  for  pow'r  renown'd. 
Now  levell'd  even  to  the  ground. 
Beyond  all  doubt  is  a  direftion 
To  introduce  fome_;f7?e  refleclion. 

Ah,  I'joeful 7ne  !  Ah,  'vjcefid  man  ! 
Ah,  nvceful  all !  do  all  n.vc  can  ! 
Who  can  on  earthly  things  depend 
From  one  to  t'  other  moment's  end  ? 
Honour,  Wit,  Genius,  Wealth,  and  Glory, 
Good  lack  !  gcod  lack  !  are  tranfltory  ; 

Nothing 
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Noth'ng  is  Aire  and  fiable  found. 

The  very  eo.rth  itfelf  turns  round. 

Monarchs,  nay  Minillers  mufl;  die, 

Muft  rot,  mufl: _/?/«/? — Jh,  ?ne  !  ah,  v:hy  ! 

Cities  themfclves  in  time  decay. 

If  cities  thus  — ^Z",  ix;cll-a-do^  ! 

If  b^-ick  and  mortar  have  an  end. 

On  what  czn  Jlejh  and  blood  depend  ! 

Ah,  nxjoeful  me  !  Ah,  -Li-oeful  man  ! 

Ah,  njvoeful  all  !  do  all  ^uje  can  ! 

England  (for  that's  at  laft  the  fcene. 
The'  worlds  on  worlds  fliould  rife  between,. 
Whither  we  mufl  our  courfe  purfue) 
England  fhould  call  into  review 
Times  long  fince  pall  indeed,  but  not 
Ey  Englifhmen  to  be  forgot, 
Tho'  England,  once  fo  dear  to  Eame, 
Sinks  in  Great  Britain's  dearer  name. 

Here  could  we  mention  chiefs  of  old. 
In  plain  and  rugged  honour  bold. 
To  Virtue  kind,  to  Vice  fevere. 
Strangers  to  bribery  and  fear. 
Who  kept  no  wretched  clans  in  awe. 
Who  never  broke  or  n.varp''d  the  laiv  ; 
Patriots,  whom,  in  her  better  days. 
Old  Roine  might  have  been  proud  to  raife  ; 
V\'ho,  Ileady  to  their  Country's  claim. 
Boldly  flood  up  in  Freedcrus  name. 
E'en  to  the  teeth  of  Tyrant  Pride, 
And  when  they  could  no.more,  they  died. 

There 
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There  {Jlriking  contraji  !)  might  we  place 
A  fervikj  mean,  degenlrate  race. 
Hirelings,  who  valued  nought  but  gold. 
By  the  beft  bidder  bought  and  fold  i 
Truants  from  Honour's  facred  laws. 
Betrayers  of  their  Country's  caufe  ; 
The  dupes  of  party,  tools  of  pow'r. 
Slaves  to  the  min'on  of  an  hour  ; 
Lacquics,  who  watch'd  2ifa'vourite's,  nod. 
And  took  a  puppet  for  their  God. 

Sincere  and  honell  in  our  rimes. 
How  might  we  praife  thefe  happier  times  ! 
How  might  the  Mufe  exalt  her  lays. 
And  wanton  in  a  Monarch's  praife  ! 
Tell  of  a  Prince  in  England  born, 
Whofe  virtues  England's  crown  adorn  ; 
In  youth  a  pattern  unto  age, 
So  challe,  fo  pious,  and  fo  fage ; 
Who  true  to  all  thofe  facred  bands 
V/hich  private  happinefs  demands. 
Yet  never  lets  them  rife  above 
Tlie  ftronger  ties  of  public  love. 

With  confcious  pride  fee  England  ftand. 
Our  holy  Charier  in  her  hand. 
She  waves  it  round,  and  o'er  the  ifle 
See  Z./'fr/y  and  Courage  fmile. 
No  more  fhe  mourns  her  treafures  hurl'd 
Injubjidies  to  all  the  world  ; 
No  more  by  foreign  threats  difmay'd. 
No  more  deceiv'd  with  foreign  aid. 


She 
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'She  deals  out  fums  io  petty  States, 
Whom  Honour  fccrns,  and  Reafon  hates  ; 
But,  wifer  by  experience  grown. 
Finds  fatety  in  herfelf  alone. 

Whilft  thus,  (he  cries,  my  children  Hand, 
An  honeft,  valiant,  nail'ue  band, 
A  train'd   Militia,  brave  and  free, 
IVue  to  their  King,  and  true  to  Me, 
'^0  foreign  hirelings  Ihall  be  known. 
Nor  need  we  hirelings  of  our  o^-vjn. 
Under  a  jufl:  and  pious  reign 
The  Statefman's  fophiftry  is  vain  ; 
Vain  is  each  vile  corrupt  pretence, 
Thefe  are  my  natural  defeace  ; 
Their  Faith  I  know,  and  they  fhall  prove 
The  bulwark  of  the  King  they  love. 

Thefe,  and  a  thoufand  things  befide. 
Did  we  confult  a  Poet's  pride. 
Some  gay,  fome  ferious,  might  be  faid. 
But  ten  to  one  they'd  not  be  read  ; 
Or  were  they  by  fome  curious  few. 
Not  even  thofe  would  think  them  true. 
For,  from  the  time  that  Jubal  firft 
Sweet  ditties  to  the  harp  rehears'd. 
Poets  have  always  been  fufpecled 
Of  having  truth  in  rime  neglefted. 
That  Bard  except,  who  from  his  youth 
Equally  fam'd  {qt  faith  and  truth. 
By  prudence  taught,  in  courtly  chime 
To  courtly  ears  brought  Truth  in  Rune, 
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But  tho'  to  Poets  we  allow. 
No  matter  when  acquir'd  or  how. 
From  Truth  unbounded  deviation. 
Which  culcom  calls  Imagination, 
Yet  can't  they  be  fuppos'd  to  lye 
Gne-h  ilf  fo  faft  as  Fame  can  fly. 
Therefore  (to  folve  this  Gorclian  knot,, 
A  point  we  almoU  had  forgot) 
To  courteous  readers  be  it  known. 
That  fond  of  verfe  and  falihood  grown, 
Whilft  we  in  fvveet  digrefTion  fung. 
Fame  check'd  her  flight,  and  held  her  tongue. 
And  now  purfues  with  double  force 
And  double  fpeed  her  dellin'd  courfe  ; 
Nor  flops;  till  fhe  the  place  arrives 
Where  Genius  ftar vcs,  and  Dulhiefs  thrives  ; 
V«''here  riches  virtue  are  cftecm'd. 
And  craft  is  trueft  wifdom  deem'd  ; 
Where  Comifierce  proudly  rears  her  throne 
In  itate  to  other  lands  unknown  ; 
Where  to  be  cheated,  and  to  cheat. 
Strangers  from  ev'ry  quarter  meet  ; 
Where  Chrillians,  Jews,  and  Turks  fnake  hands. 
United  in  commercial  h2ir\dis, 
AH  of  one  faith,  and  that,  to  own 
No  God  but  Intereft  alone. 

When  gods  and  goddefles  come  down 
To  look  about  them  here  in  town, 
(For  change  of  air  is  underPcood 
By  Sons  of  Phyfic  to  be  good,  • 

la 
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In  due  proportions  now  and  then 
For  thefe  fame  gods  as  well  as  men) 
By  cuftom  rul'd,  and  not  a  Poet 
So  very  dull,  but  he  mufl:  know  it. 
In  ordf  r  to  remam  iticog. 
They  always  travel  in  a  fog. 
Fcr  if  we  Majefty  expofe 
To  vulgar  eyes,  too  cheap  it  grows ; 
The  force  is  loll,  and  free  from  awci 
We  f^^y  and  cenfure  ev'ry  flaw. 
But  well  preferv'd  from  public  view. 
It  always  breaks  forth  frefii  and  new; 
Fierce  as  the  Sun  in  all  his  pride, 
It  ihines,  and  not  a  fpot's  defcried.  . 

Was  Jove  to  lay  his  thunder  by. 
And  with  his  brethren  of  the  fky 
Defcend  to  earth,  and  friik  about. 
Like  chattering  N***,  from  rout  to-  ro«t. 
He  would  be  found,  with  all  his  hoil, 
A  nine  days  wonder  at  the  moft. 
Would  we  in  trim  our  honours  wear, 
We  muft  preferve  them  from  the  air : 
What  is  familiar,  men  neglect. 
However  worthy  of  refpcd:. 
Did  they  not  find  a  certain  friend 
In  no'velty  to  recommend, 
(Such  we  by  fad  experience  find 
The  wretched  folly  of  m.ankihd) 
Venus  might  unattraftive  Hiine, 
And  H***  fix  no  eyes  but  ir.iue. 

Vol.  LXVI.  N  But 
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But  Fame,  who  never  car'd  a  jot 
Whether  Ihe  was  admir'd  or  not. 
And  never  blulli'd  to  fhew  her  face 
At  any  time  in  any  place. 
In  her  own  fiiape,  without  difguife. 
And  vifible  to  mortal  eyes. 
On  'Change,  exaft  at  feven  o'clock. 
Alighted  on  the  iveal/jer-coc/i. 
Which,  planted  there  time  out  of  mind. 
To  note  the  changes  of  the  wind. 
Might  no  improper  emblem  be 
Of  her  own  mutability. 

Thrice  did  ^'^  found  her  Trump   (the  fame 
Which  from  the  firft  belong'd  to  Fame, 
An  o/d  ill-/a--uou}-^ d  inllrument 
With  which  the  goddefs  was  content, 
Tho'  under  a  politer  race. 
Bag-pipe:  might  well  fupply  its  place) 
And  thrice  awaken'd  by  the  found, 
A  gen'ral  din  prevail'd  around, 
Confufion  thro'  the  City  paft. 
And  Fear  bcftrode  the  dreadful  blafl. 

Thoie  f}-agrc:nt  currents,  which  we  meet 
Diltiiling  foft  thro'  ev'ry  ftreet. 
Affrighted  from  the  ufual  courfe. 
Ran  murni'ring  upwards  to  their  fource  ; 
Statues  wept  tears  of  blood,  as  fall 
As  when  a  Csfar  breath'd  his  laft  ; 
Kcrfes,  which  always  us'd  to  go 
A  foot-pace  in  my  Lard  Major'' s  oZtao,  ^^ 

Impetuous 
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Impetuous  frcm  their  ll:J)le  broke^n  oriw  ^aaicl  3u3 
And  Aldermen  and  Oxen  ipokeji'-'  '■  .-■    ^rfl  i^ifJ-ifi-V 

Halls  fek  the  force,  tcw^s  'flioolc  aii^ttHd/^^''  ^*='^'' 
Aiidy/^^/i/(?j  nodded  to  the  ground  ;  j.  m  smtJ  >(n£  JA 
St.  Paul  himlelf  (flrange  fight !)  was^"4ieftrPvvo  lad  r:) 
To  bow  as  humbly  as  the  Deat:.  ;  ;i  -  1  o:  aidiliv  bnh 
The  Maitjicn-Hof.j'e,  for  ever  plac*d^-t;>--  • 
A  monument  of  City  lajic,  ■:>■■    .''' 

Trembled,  and  feem'd  aloud  ta  groan 
Thro'  all  that  hideous  vvcig.it  of  Itone. 

To  Hill  the  found,  or  itop  her  ears, 
Remo\e  the  caufe  or  f.nfe  of  fears, 
Phyfic,  in  cdlege  feated  high. 
Would  any  thing  but  med''cim  try. 
Ts'o  more  in  Pewt'rers-Hall  *  was  heard 
The  proper  force  of  ev'ry,  word  ; 
Thoie  feats  were  defolate  become, 
A  haplefs  Elocution  dumb. 
Form,  City-born,  and  City-bred, 
By  flricJt  decoru7n  ever  led. 
Who  threefcore  years  had  known  the  grace 
Of  one,  dull,  Jlijf',  un-varied  pace. 
Terror  prevailing  over  Pride, 
Was  feen  to  take  a  larger  ftride  ; 
Worn  to  the  bone,  and  cloath'd  in  rzgs. 
See  Av'rice  clofer  hug  his  bags  ; 
With  her  own  weight  unwieldy  gro^^■n, 
See  Credit  totter  on  her  throne  j 

*  Where  Mr.    Sheridar,  at   this  period,    read-  Le<2uies  on 
Elocution. 
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Virtue  alone,  had  fhe  been  there. 

The  mighty  found,  unmov'd,  could  bear. 

Up  from  the  gorgeous  bed,  where  Fate 
Dooms  annual  fools  to  fieep  in  ftate. 
To  deep  fo  found  that  not  one  gleam 
Of  f;incy  can  provoke  a  dream. 
Great  Dullman  ilarted  at  the  found, 
Gap'd,  rubb'd  his  eyes,  and  ftar'd  around. 
Much  did  he  vvilh  to  know,  much  fear 
Whence  founds  fo  horrid  ftruck  his  ear. 
So  much  unlike  thofe  peaceful  notes. 
That  equal  harmony  which  floats 
On  the  dull  wing  of  City  air. 
Grave  prelude  to  a  feaft  or  fair  : 
Much  did  he  inly  ruminate 
Concerning  the  decrees  of  Fate, 
Revolving,  tho'  to  little  end. 
What  this  fame  trumpet  might  portend. 

Could  the  French — no — that  could  not  be 
Under  Bute's  aSii've  miniflry. 
Too  luatchful  to  be  fo  deceiv'd. 
Have  llolen  hither  unperceiv'd  ^ 
To  Newfoundland  indeed,  we  know. 
Fleets  of  war  unobferv'd  may  go  ; 
Or,  if  obferv'd,  may  be  fuppos'd. 
At  intervals  when  Reafon  do^'d. 
No  other  point  in  view  to  bear 
But  pleafarc,  health,  and  change  of  air. 
But  Realon  ne'er  could  Hecp  fo  found 
To  let  an  enemy  be  found 


In 


T  H  E      (?  M  O  S  T.  >Sr 

In  our  Land's  heart,  ere  it  was  known 
They  had  departed  from  their  own. 

Or  could  his  fuccejjor  (ambition 
Is  ever  haunted  with  furpicion) 
His  ^.s.Y'mg/uccFjJor  eleSi^ 
All  culloms,  rules,  and  forms  rejeftj 
And  aim,  regardlefs  of  the  crime. 
To  feize  the  chair  before  his  time  ? 

Or  (deeming  this  the  lucky  hour. 
Seeing  his  countrymen  in  pow'r, 
Thofe  countrymen,  who,  from  the  iirft. 
In  tumults  and  rebellion  nurs'd, 
Howe'er  they  wear  the  mafk  of  art, 
Siill  lo-ve  a  Stuart  in  their  heart) 
Could  Scottiili  Charles — ■— 

Conjediire  thus. 

That  mental  Ignis  Fatuus, 

Led  his  poor  brains  a  weary  dance 

From  France  to  England,  hence  to  France, 

'Till  Information  (in  the  {hape 

Of  Chaplain  learned,  good  Sir  Crape, 

A  lazy,  lounging,  pamper'd  prieft. 

Well  known  at  ev'ry  City  feail:. 

For  he  was  feen  much  oft'ner  there 

Than  in  the  Houfe  of  God  at  Pray'r  ; 

Who  always  ready  in  his  place. 

Ne'er  let  God's  creatures  wait  for  g-race, 

Tho',  as  the  beil  hiltorians  write, 

Lefi  fam'd  for  Faith  than  Appetite, 

N  X  His 
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His  difpofition  to  reveal. 
The  grace  was  Oiort,  and  long  the  meal ; 
Who  always  would  excefs  admit. 
If  Haunch  or  Turtle  came  with  it. 
And  ne'er  engag'd  in  the  defence 
Of  felf-denying  »blFmence, 
•When  he  could  fortunately  meet 
With  any  thing  he.lik'd  to  eat ; 
Who  knew  that  Wine,  on  Scripture  plan. 

Was  made  to  chear  the  heart  of  man  ; 
Knew  too,  by  long  experience  taught, 
.That  chearfulnefs  was  kill'd  by  thought ; 

And  from  thofe  premifes  collefted, 

(Which  few  perhaps  would  have  fufpeded) 

That  none,  who  with  due  fhare  of  fenfe 
.Obferv'd  the  ways  of  Providence, 
.  Could  with  fafc  confcience  leave  oiF  drinking. 

Till  they  had  loft  tlie  pow'r  of  thinking  ; 

With  eyes  half-clos'd  came  njcaddling  in. 

And,  having  llrok'd  his  double  <rZ/,v, 

(That  cht,i,  whole  cr>idit  to  maintam 

Againft  the  fcgfis  of  the  profane. 

Had  coft  him  more  than  ever  State 

Paid  for  a  pocr  Electorate, 

Which  after  all  tte  colt,  and  rout 

It  had  been  better  much  without) 

Briefly,   (for  breakjafi,  you  muil  know. 

Was  waiting:  &il  the  while  belov/) 

Related,  bowing  to  the  ground. 

The  caufe  of  tha^  uricommcn  found  ; 

Related 
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Related  too,  that  at  the  door, 
Pompofo,  Plaufible,  and  Moore  *, 
Eegg'd  that  Fame  might  not  be  allow'd 
Their  fhame  to  publifh  to  the  crowd ; 
That  fome  new  laws  he  would  provide, 
(If  old  could  not  be  mifapplied. 
With  as  much  eafe  and  fafety  there. 
As  they  are  mifapplied  elfe'vjhcre) 
By  vjhich  it  might  be  conftrued  treafon 
In  Man  to  exercife  his  reafon  ; 
Which  might  ingenioufly  devife 
One  punifiiment  for  truth  and  lies ; 
And  fairly  prove,  when  they  had  done. 
That  Truth  and  Fallhood  were  but  one ;  - 
Which  Juries  mull  indeed  retain. 
But  their  effedl  fhould  render  vain. 
Making  all  real  pow'r  to  reft 
In  07ie  corrupud  rotten  brea/}. 
By  whok  fa !je  glo/s  the  very  Bible 
Might  be  interpreted  a  libel. 

Moore,   (who,  his  rev'rcnce  to  fave. 
Pleaded  the  Fool  to  fcreen  the  Knave, 
Tho'  all,  who  witnefs'd  on  his  part. 
Swore  for  his  Zy^is' againft  his  heart) 
Had  taken  down,  from  firft  to  laft, 
A  juft  account  of  all  that  paft; 
But,  fmce  the  gracious  will  of  Fate, 
Wlio  mark'd  the  child  for  wealth  and  fiate 

*   A  Clergyman,  who  unluckily  involved  himfelf  in  the  Cock- 
Lane  Ghort  Impofition. 
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E'en  in  the  cradle,  had  decreed 
The  jiiighty  Dullman  ne'er  fhould  read. 
That  office  of  d'<fgrace  to  Dear 
Tho.  Jmooth-lipp'' d  Plaufible  was  there. 
FromH*****  e'en  to  Clerkenwell 
Who  knows  not /moot  h-lipp''d  Plaufible  ? 
A  preacher  deem'd  of  greateft  note. 
For  preaching  that  which  ethers  wrote. 

Had  Dullman  now  (and  fools  we  fee 
Seldom  want  curicfity) 
Confented  (but  the  mourning  P:ade 
Of  Gafcoyne  *  haften'd  to  his  aid. 
And  in  his  hand,  what  could  he  more  ? 
Triumphant  Canning's  pidlure  bore) 
That  our  three  heroes  iliould  advance. 
And  read  their  comical  rctnance. 
How  rich  a  feafl,  what  royal  fare 
We  for  our  readers  might  prepare  ! 
So  rich,  and  yet  fo  fafe  a  feail:. 
That  no  one  fore  gn  blatant  beail. 
Within  the  purlieus  of  the  laiv 
Should  dare  thereon  to  lay  his  paw. 
And,  gro'wiing,  cry,  wiih  furly  tone. 
Keep  off this  fcaji  is  all  tny  o--vjn. 

Bending  to  earth  the  downcail:  eye. 
Or  planting  it  againft  the  fky. 
As  one  immers'd  in  deepcil  thought. 
Or  with  foil-.c  htiy  viuon  caught, 

*  Sir  Crifp  Gafc^^yoe. 
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His  hands,  to  aid  the  traitor's  art. 

Devoutly  folded  o'er  his  heart, 

Here  Moore,  in  fraud  well  fkili'd,  fhould  go, 

Jll  Sahit,   with  folcmn  ftep  and  flow. 

O  that  Religion's  facred  name. 

Meant  to  infpire  the  purelt  hame, 

A  prolHtute  ihculd  ever  be 

To  that  arch  fiend  Hypocrify, 

V/here  we  find  ev'ry  other  vice 

Crown'd  with  da7nn''d fneaking  co-ivardice  ! 

Bold  fin  reclaim'd  is  often  feen  ; 

Faji  hope  that  man,  ^vho  dares  be  mean. 

There  full  oi  Jlejh,  and  full  of  grace. 
With  lhat^«^  round  unmeaning  face 
\\\\\z\\.  Nature  gives  to  fons  of  earth 
Whom  fae  defigns  for  eafe  and  mirth,. 
Should  the  prhn  Plaufible  be  feen. 
Obferve  his  iliff  affected  mien  ; 
'Gainft  Nature,  arm'd  by  GravitVjt^ 
His  features  too  in  bucKle  fee  ; 
See  what  with  fandtity  he  reads. 
With  what  Devotion  tells  his  beads  ! 
Now  Prophet,  fliew  me,  by  thine  art. 
What's  the  Religion  of  his  heart  ; 
.  Shew  there,  if  truth  thou  can'il  unfold, 
P^eligion  center'd  all  in  gold  ; 
■  Shew  him,  nor  fear  corredVion's  rod. 
As  falfe  xa  friendjhip,  as  to  God. 

Horrid,  univieldj,  njjithout  form, 
^uTagc,  as  ocean  in  a  Rorm, 

0/ 
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Of  Ji^e  prodigious ,  in  the  rear, 

That  poji  of  honour,  fhould  appear 

Pompcfo  ;  Fa7ne  around  Ihould  tell 

How  he  a  flave  to  int'reft  fell  ; 

How,  for  integrity  renown'd. 

Which  bookfellcrs  have  often  found. 

He  ioK  fuLfcrihers  baits  his  hook. 

And  takes  their  cafii— but  where's  the  book  i 

No  matter  where — Wife  fear,  we  know. 

Forbids  the  robbing  of  a  foe  ; 

But  what,  to  ferve  our  private  ends, 

Porbids  the  cheating  of  our  friends  ? 

No  man  alive,  who  v/ould  not  fwear 

AWsfa/e,  and  therefore  honef  there. 

For,  fpite  of  all  the  learned  fay, 

Jf  we  to  truth  attention  pay. 

The  word  Difconcjly  is  meant 

For  nothing  elfe  but  punijhment. 

Fame  too  fhould  tell,  nor  heed  the  threat 

Of  rogues,  who  brother  rogues  abet. 

Nor  tremble  at  the  terrors  hung 

Aloft,  to  make  her  hold  her  to?2"-ue. 

How  to  all  principles  untrue. 

Not  fix'd   to  old  friends,  nor  to  7tt-zv, 

He  damns  the  porfwn  Vvhich  he  takes. 

And  loves  the  Stuart  he  forfakes. 

Nature  (who  juftly  regular 

Is  very  feldom  known  to  err. 

But  now  and- then  infporti've  ;ficcdf 

As  fome  rude  wits  have  -imderilocd. 
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Or  through  ynuch  <vjork  required  in  haj}e, 
is  with  a  random  ftroke  difgrac'd) 
Pompofo,  form"d  on  doubtful  plan. 
Not  quite  a  beaji,   nor  quite  a  man, 
Ui\Le—God  knoivs  n.vhat — for  never  yet 
Could  the  mofl  fubtle  human  wit 
Find  out  a  monfter,  which  might  be 
The  fliadow  of  3.J:?nile. 

These  Three,  theseGreat,  these  mighty 
Nor  can  the  Pcet''s  truth  agree,  [Three, 

Howe'er  report  hath  done  him  wrong. 
And  warp'd  the  purpofe  of  his  fong, 
Amongil  the  refufe  of  their  race. 
The  fons  of  infamy,  to  pla'ce 
I'hat  open,  gen'rous,  manly  mind 
Which  we  with  joy  in  Aldrich  find. 
Thefe  Three,  who  now  are  faintly  Ihewn, 
Jrf: fetched,  and  fcarcely  to  be  known, 
li  Dulhnan  their  requeil  had  heard. 
In  ftronger  colours  had  appear'd  ; 
And  friends,  tho'  partial,  at  iirfl;  view.. 
Shuddering,  had  own'd  the  pifture  true. 

But  had  their  Journal  been  difplay'd^ 
And  the  whole  proccfs  open  laid. 
What  a  vail  unexhaulled  field 
For  niirth  muft  fuch  a  Journal  yield  I 
In  her  ov/n  anger  Ilrongly  charm'd, 
'(jjinll:  hope,  'gainft  fear  by  confcicnce  arm^d.. 
Then  had  bold  Satire  made  her  way, 
knifjjts.  Lords,  and  Duhs,  her  dellin'^d  prey. 

But 
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ODE 

ON  THE   DEATH  OF  A 

FAVOURITE      CAT, 

DROWNED    IN    A    TUB    OF    GOLD    FISHES. 

'T*  W  A  S  on  a  lofty  vafe's  fide, 
■*■     Where  China's  gayeft  art  had  dy'i 
The  azure  flowers  that  blow  ; 

Demureft  of  the  tabby  kind. 

The  penfive  Selima  reclin'd, 
Gaz'd  on  the  lake  below. 

Her  confcious  tail  her  joy  declar'd  j 
The  fair  round  face,  the  fnowy  beard. 

The  velvet  of  her  paws. 
Her  coat,  that  with  the  tortoife  vies. 
Her  ears  of  jet,  and  emerald  eyes. 

She  faw  ;  and  purr'd  applaufe. 

Still  had  (he  gaz'd  ;  but  'midft  the  tide 
Two  angel  forms  were  feen  to  glide. 

The  Genii  of  the  ftream  : 
Their  fcaly  armour's  Tyrian  hue 
Through  richeft  purple  to  the  view 

Betray 'd  a  golden  gleam, 
I 
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The  haplefs  Nymph  with  wonder  faw  : 
A  whifker  firft,  and  then  a  claw. 

With  many  an  ardent  wifh. 
She  ftretch'd  in  vain  to  reach  the  prize; 
What  female  heart  can  gold  defpife  ? 

What  Cat's  averfe  to  filh  ? 

Prefumptuous  Maid  !  with  looks  intent 
Again  fhe  ftretch'd,  again  fhe  bent. 

Nor  knew  the  gulph  between. 
(Malignant  Fate  fate  by,  and  fmil'd) 
The  llippery  verge  her  feet  beguil'd. 

She  tumbled  headlong  in. 

Eight  times  emerging  from  the  -flood 
She  mew'd  to  every  watery  god. 

Some  fpeedy  aid  to  fend. 
No  Dolphin  came,  no  Nereid  ftirr'd  ; 
Nor  cruel  Tom,  nor  Sufan  heard, 

A  favourite  has  no  friend  ! 

From  hence,  ye  beauties,  undeceiv'd. 
Know,  one  falfe  ftep  is  ne'er  retriev'd. 

And  be  with  caution  bold. 
Not  all,  that  tempts  your  wandering  eyes 
And  heedlefs  hearts,  is  lawful  prize  ; 

Not  all  that  glifters,  gold. 


ODE 
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There  fliall  fhe  fix  her  fliarpell  dart. 
There  fhew  thee  truly,  as  thou  art, 
UnknO'Xvn  to  thofe,  by  ^whcm  thou''rt  pri^\{ ; 
Knoi^n  to  thyj'df  to  be  defpis^d. 

The  man  who  weds  the  facred  Mufe,  j 

Difdains  all  mercenary  views. 
And  he  who  Virtue's  throne  would  rear. 
Laughs  at  the  phantoms  rais'd  by  fear. 
Tho'  Tolly,  rob'd  in  purple,  fhines, 
Tho'  Vice  t:iCa.2iW'^.%  Pcrwvian  mines, 
Yet  fhall  they  tremble,  and  turn  pale. 
When  Sat'.re  wields  her  mighty  flail ; 
Or  fhould  they,  of  rebuke  afraid. 
With  Melcombe  feek  hell's  deepeft  fliadc, 
Satire,  ftill  mindful  of  her  aim. 
Shall  bring  the  cowards  back  to  fliame. 

Hated  by  many,  lov'd  by  {zw. 
Above  each  little  private  view, 
Honeft,  tho'  poor,   (and  who  fhall  dare 
To  difappoint  my  boafling  there?) 
Hardy  and  refolute,  tho'  weak. 
The  dldates  of  my  heart  to  fpeak. 
Willing  I  bend  at  Satire's  throne  ; 
What  pow'r  I  have,  be  all  her  own. 
Nor  fhall  yon'  latvyer's  fpecious  art, 
Confcious  of  a  corrupted  heart. 
Create  imaginary  fear. 
To  damp  us  in  our  bold  career. 
Why  fhould  we  fear  ?  and  what  ?  The  laws  ? 
They  all  are  arm'd  in  Virtue's  caufe; 

And 
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And  aiming  at  the  felf-fame  end. 
Satire  is  always  Virtue's  friend  : 
Nor  Ihall  that  Mufe,  whofe  honefl  rage. 
In  a  corrupt  degen'rate  age, 
(When  dead  to  ev'ry  nicer  fenfe. 
Deep  funk  in  \  ice  and  indolence. 
The  Spirit  of  old  Rome  was  broke 
Beneath  the  tyrant  fiddler^  &  yoke) 
Banifh'd  the  rofe  from  Nero's  cheek. 
Under  a  Brunfwick  fear  to  fpeak. 

Drawn  by  Conceit  from  Reafon's  plan. 
How  vain  is  ihax. poor  creature,  Man  ! 
How  pleas'd  is  ev'ry  paltry  elf 
To  prate  about  that  thing  himfelf  ! 
After  my  promife  made  in  rime. 
And  meant  in  earnelt  at  that  time. 
To  jog,  according  to  the  mode. 
In  one  dull  pace,  in  one  dull  road. 
What  but  that  curfe  of  heart  and  head 
To  this  digrejjion  could  have  led. 
Where  plung'd,  in  vain  I  look  about. 
And  can't  ftay  in,  nor  well  get  out. 

Could  I,  whilft  Humour  held  the  quill. 
Could  I  digrefs  with  half  that  fkill. 
Could  I  with  half  that  fkill  return. 
Which  we  fo  much  admire  in  Sterne; 
Where  each  digrej/ion,  feeming  vain. 
And  only  fit  to  entertain. 
Is  found  on  better  recolle^lion. 
To  have  a  juft  and  nice  connedion. 

To 
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To  help  the  whole  with  wond'rous  art. 

Whence  it  feems  idly  to  depart ; 

Then  iliould  our  readers  ne'er  accufe 

Theie  wild  excurfions  cf  the  Mxife, 

Ne'er  backward  turn  dull  pages  o'er 

To  recolieft  what  went  before  ; 

Deeply  imprefs'd,  and  ever  new. 

Each  image  pali  ihould  ftart  to  view. 

And  we  to  Dullman  now  come  in. 

As  if  we  ne'er  had  abfent  been. 

Have  you  not  feen,  when  danger's  near. 

The  coward  cheek  turn  ijjhite  with  fear  ? 

Have  you  not  feen,  when  danger's  fled. 

The  felf-fame  cheek  with  joy  turn  rtd  ? 
Thefe  are  Io~m  fymptoms  which  we  find 

Fit  only  for  a  vulgar  mind, 

V/here  honeil  features,  void  of  art. 

Betray  the  feelings  of  the  heart  : 

Our  Dullman  with  a  face  was  blefs'd 

Where  no  one  paffion  was  exprefs'd  ; 

His  eye,  in  2i  fine  Jtupor  caught, 

Imply'd  a  plenteous  lack  of  thought ; 

Nor  was  one' line  that  whole  face  feen  in. 

Which  could  be  juftly  charg'd  with  meaning. 

To  Avarice  by  birth  ally'd, 
Debauch'd  by  marriage  into  prxdey 
In  age  grown  fond  of  youthful  fports. 
Of  pomps,  of  vanities,  and  courts, 
And  by  fuccefs  too  mighty  made 
To  love  his  country  or  his  trade, 

StifF 
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StifF  in  opinion  (no  rare  cafe 

With  blockheads  in  or  out  of  place) 

Too  weak,  and  infolent  of  icul, 

I'o  fuffer  Reafon's  jull  controul. 

But  bending,  of  his  own  accord. 

To  that  trim  tranj^cut  toy.  My  Lord  ; 

The  dupe  of  Scots  (a  fatal  race. 

Whom  God  in  ^vrath  contriv'd  to  place. 

To  icourge  our  crimes,  and  gall  cur  pride, 

A  conftant  thorn  in  England's  f:de  ; 

AVhom  firft,  our  greatnefs  to  oppois. 

He  in  his  vengeance  mark'd  iov  Jces  ; 

Then,  more  to  ferve  his  wrathful  ends. 

And  mere  to  cur/e  us,  mark'd  ior  Jriencs) 

Deep  in  the  State,  if  we  give  credit 

'To  him,  for  no  one  elfe  e'er  faid  it  ; 

Sworn  friend  of  great  ones  rot  a  few, 

Tho'  he  their  titles  only  knew, 

And  thofe  (which  envious  of  his  breeding 

Book-ivorms  have  ch.irg'd  to  want  of  reading) 

Merely  to  fnev/  himfelf  polite, 

Ke  never  would  prcnou:;cc  aright ; 

An  Orator  with  whom  a  hoil 

Of  thofe  which  Rome  and  Athen"s  boail,. 

In  all  their  pride  might  not  contend ; 

Who,  with  no  pow'rs  to  recommend, 

Whilfl:  Jackey  Hum.c,  and  Eiliy  Whitehead, 

And  Dickey  Glover  fet  delighted, 

Could  fpeak  v/hoie  days  in  N::ti;re's  fpite, 

Jull:  as  thofe  aNe  VerJc-r.icK  v. rite. 

Vol.  LXVI.  U  Great 
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Great  Dullman  from  his  bed  arofe — 

Thrice  did  he  fpit— thrice  wip'd  his  ncfe 

Thrice  ftrove  to  fmile — thrice  Ilrove  to  frown— 
And  thrice  look'd  up— and  thrice  look'd  down — 
Then  filence  broke— Crape,  who  am  I  ? 
Crape  bow'd,  and  fmil'd  an  arch  reply. 
Am  I  not.  Crape — I  am,  you  know. 
Above  all  thofe  who  are  below. 
Have  I  not  knowledge  ?  ar^d  for  -xv.'",'. 
Money  will  always  purchafe  it  ; 
Nor,  if  it  needful  fhould  be  found, 
Will  1  grudge  ten,  or  twenty  pound. 
For  which  the  v/hole  ftock  may  be  bou^^ht 
Qi  fcouiidrel  <vjiis  not  v;orth  a  groat. 
But  left  I  fhould  proceed  tec  far, 
I'll  feel  my  friend  the  Min'ifier, 
(Great  men.  Crape,  muft  not  be  negleded) 
How  he  in  this  point  is  affefled  ; 
For,  as  I  ftand  a  magiitrate, 
To  ferve  him  firft,  and  next  the  State, 
Perhaps  he  may  not  think  it  fit 
To  let  his  magiilrates  have  v/it. 
Boaft  I  not,  at  this  very  hour, 
Thofe  large  effeds  which  troop  with  pow'r  : 
Am  I  not  mighty  in  the  laud  t 
Do  not  I  fit,  whilil  others  ftand  .? 
/im  I  not  with  rich  garments  grac'd. 
In  feat  of  honour  always  plac'd  ? 
And  do  not  Cits  of  chief  degree, 
Tho'  proud  to  others,  bend  to  me  ? 

Hav, 
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Havel  not,  as  a  Juilice  ought,       -^   -a  Wk 
The  laws  fuch  wholefome  risrour  taught. 
That  Fornication,  in  difgrace. 
Is  now  afraid  to  fliew  her  face. 
And  not  one  whore  thefe  walls  approaches, 
Unlefs  they  ride  in  our  own  coaches  ? 
And  fliall  this  Fame,  an  old  poor  irrumpety 
Without  our  licence  found  her  trumpet. 
And,  envious  of  our  City's  quiet. 
In  broad  day-light  blow  up  a  riot  ? 
If  infolence  like  this  we  bear. 
Where  is  our  Hate  ?  our  office  w  here  ? 
Tare-Lvell  all  honours  of  our  reign, 
Farevjell  the  neck-ennohling  Chain, 
Freedom's  knonvn  badge  o'er  all  the  globe, 
Farcujcll  ths  Joh>?in-J]jreading  Robe, 
Farc-cvell  the  Sword— /aretcell  the  iVlace, 
Farevjell  all  Title,  Pomp,  and  Place. 
Remov'd  from   men  of  high  degree, 
(A  lofs  to  them.  Crape,  not  tome) 
Banifii'd  to  Chippenham,  or  to  Frome, 
DuUman  once  more  fnall  ply  the  Ltom. 
Crape,  lifting  up  his  hands  and  eyes, 
Dullman — the  Loom — at  Chippenham — cries. 
If  there  be  Pcv/'rs  which  grcatrufs  love. 
Which  rule  belovj,  but  d-ojcil  cbc-v:, 
Thofe  Povv''rs  united  all  ihall  join 
To  contradiil  the  rafn  defign. 

Sooner  fliall  fcubborn  Will  lay  down 
His  cppcfition  with  his  gc--a  .7, 

O  2  Sooner 
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Sooner  fhall  Temple  leave  the  road 

Which  leads  to  Virtue's  ?tiean  abode. 

Sooner  fhall  Scots  this  cOHntry  quit. 

And  England's  foies  be  friends  to  Pitt, 

Than  Dullman,  from  his  grandeur  thrown. 

Shall  wander  out-caft,  and  unknown. 

Sure  as  that  cane  (a  cans  there  ilood 

Near  to  a  tuhle,  made  of  'vjoocf. 

Of  dry  fine  wood  a  table  made, 

Ey  feme  rare  artift  in  the  trade. 

Who  had  enjoy'd  immortal  praife 

If  he  had  liv'd  in  Homer's  days) 

Sure  as  that  cane,  which  once  was  feen. 

In  pride  of  life  all  frelh  and  green. 

The  banks  of  Indus  to  adorn  ; 

Then,  of  its  leaify  honours  ihcrn. 

According  to  exafteft  rule. 

Was  fadiion'd  by  the  workman's  tool. 

And  which  at  prefent  we  behold 

Curicufly  polifn'd,  crown'd  w'vikvgchl, 

V/'ith  gold  'wcll-ixrought ;  fure  as  that  cane 

Shall  never  on  its  native  p]ain 

Strike  root  afrefh,  fhall  never  mere 

Flcurilh  in  tawry  India's  fhore. 

So  fure  Ihall  Dullman  and  his  race 

To  latcft  tinu-s  this  llatJcn  grace 

Dullman,  who  all  this  while  had  kept 
His  eyc-21ds  clos'd  as  if  he.flept, 
Now  locking  fvedfafrly  on  Grape,. 
Ao  at  feme  God  in  human'iH&pefr-!^ 


Crape, 
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Crape,  I  protcft,  you  feem  to  me 
To  have  difcharg'd  a  prophecy  ; 
2'~es — from  the  firll:  it  doth  appear. 
Planted  by  Fate,  the  Dullmans  here 
Have  always  held  a  quiet  reign. 
And  here  fhall  to  the  lafi;  remain. 

Crape,  they're  all  wrong  about  tliis  Gkcji-' 
Quite  on  the  wrong  fide  of  ths  poil  — 
Blockheads,  to  take  it  in  their  head 
To  be  a  meflage  from  the  dead. 
For  that  by  inijion  they  defign, 
A  word  not  half  fo  good  as  mine. 
Crape — here  it  is  —  ftart  not  one  doubt— 
A  plct—zplci — I've  found  it  out. 

O  God  !— cries  Crape, — how  blefl:  the  nation. 
Where  one  fon  bcafts  fuch  penetration  ! 

Crape,  I've  not  time  to  tell  you  now 
JJl-en  I  difcover'd  this,  or  how  ; 
To  Stentor  go — if  he's  not  there. 
His  place  let  Bull-v  Norton  bear — 
Our  Citizens  to  council  call — 
Let  all  meet  — 'tis  the  caufe  of  all. 
Let  the  three  witnelies  attend 
With  allegations  to  befriend. 
To  fwear  jull  fo  much,  and  no  more. 
As  we  inilruvl  them  in  before. 

Stay — Crape— come  back — v.hat,  don't  you  fee 
Th'  effects  of  this  difcovery  ? 
DuIIman  all  care  and  toil  endures — 
The  profit.  Crape,  will  all  he  yoitrs. 

O   T  A  Mitre 
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A  Mitre  (for,  this  arduous  taflc  .  ^^gj^^^^^j  „^ 

Perform'd,  they'll  grant  whate'er  1  afk)^^  ^^^^  ^^^T-, 

A  MVr.  (and  perhaps  the  beft)  ,^^^^^^^.^  ,^„  U^^ 

Shall  thro'  my  intereft  pak?  th^e,  plcft,       ,  rr    {i^AyrJ 

And  at  this  time,  when  gracious  Fate.  ,,  ff,,  ^^j. 

Dooms  to  the  Scot  the  reins  of  State,  .    - 

Who  is  more  fit  (znd  for  your  ufe 

We  could  feme  inftances  produce) 

Of  England's  Qhurch  to  be  the  Head, 

Than  you,  a  Prsjhyierian  bred  ? 

But  when  thus  mighty  you  are  made,  ' 

Unlike  the  brethren  of  thy  trade. 

Be  grateful.  Crape,  and  let  me  not, 

Lik  old  NewcaiHe,  be  forgot . 

But  an  afFa'r,  Crape,  of  this  fize 
Will  afk  from  Conduft  vaft  fupplies ; 
It  muft  not,  as  the  vulgar  fay. 
Be  done  in  hugger -inugger  way. 
Traitors  indeed  (and  that's  difcreet) 
Who  hatch  the  plot,  in  private  meet ; 
They  fhould  in  public  go,  no  doubt, 
Whofe  bufmefs  is  to  find  it  out. 

To-morrow — if  the  day  appear 
Likely  to  turn  out  fair  and  clear — 
Proclaim  a  grand  ProceJJionade — 
Be  all  the  City  pomp  difplay'd. 
Let  the  Train-bands — Crape  ihook  his  head — 
They  heard  the  trumpet  and  were  ik-d — 
Well — cries  the  Kiiight — if  that's  the  cafe, 
Jt'Ij  fer'vants  fndl  fupply  their  place — 

My 
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My  fervants — mine  alone — no  moice 
Than  what  my  fervants  did  before — 
Doft  not  remember.  Crape,  that  day. 
When,  Dullman's  grandeur  to  difplay. 
As  all  too  fimple,  and  too  low. 
Our  City  friends  were  thruft  below, 
Whilil:,  as  more  worthy  of  our  love. 
Courtiers  were  entertain'd  above  ? 
'j'ell  me,  who  waited  then  ?  and  how? 
My  fervants — mine — and  why  not  now  ? 
In  haRe  then.  Crape,  to  Stentor  go — 
But  fend  up  Hart,  who  waits  below; 
With  him,  till  you  return  again, 
(Reach  me  ray  J pcdacles  and  cane\ 
I'll  make  a  proof  how  I  advance  in 
My  new  accomplifhment  of  dancing. 

Not  quite  fo  fall  as  lightning  flies, 
Wing'd  with  red  anger,  thro'  the  fkies  ; 
Not  quite  fo  faft  as,  fent  by  Jove, 
Iris  defcends  on  wings  of  Love ; 
Not  quite  fo  faft  as  Terror  rides 
When  he  the  chafing  winds  beftrides  ; 
Crape  hobbled  — but  his  mind  was  good — 
Cou'd  he  go  fafter  than  he  cou'd  ? 

Near  to  that  Totv'r,  which,  as  we're  told. 
The  mighty  Julius  rais'd  of  old. 
Where  to  the  block  by  Juftice  led. 
The  rebel  Scot  hath  often  bled. 
Where  arms  are  kept  fo  clean,  fo  bright, 
'Tvvere  fm  they  Ihould  be  foil'd  in  fight, 

O  4  Where 
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"WTiere  brutes  oi  fcrdgn  race  are  fhewn 
By  brutes  much  greater  o£  our  envn  ; 
Faft  by  the  croaded  Thames,  is  fpimd 
An  ample  fquare  of  facred  ground, 
V.Tiere  artlefs  Eloquence  preiides. 
And  Nature  ev'r}'  featence  guides. 
Here  Female  Parliaments  debate 
About  Religion,  Trade,  and  State  ; 
Here  ev'ry.  Naiad's  patriot  foul, 
Difdaining  fcrelgn  bafe  ccntroul, 
Defpiiing  French,  defpifing  Er/c. 
Pours  forth  the  plain  old  Eitglijh  curfe. 
And  bears  aloft,  with  terrors  hung, 
i  he  honours  of  the  iiulgar  tongue. 

Here  Stentor,  always  heard  with  awe, 
jTn  th'ini'ring  accents  deals  cut  law. 
Twelve  furlongs  cfF  each  dreadful  word 
Was  plainly  asd  diflin&Iy  heard. 
And  ev'ry  neighbour  hill  around 
Return'd  and  fwcU'd  the  mighty  ibur.d. 
The  loudeft  Virgin  of  the  ftream, 
Compar'd  with  him^  would  filent  feem  ; 
Thames,  (who,  enrag'd  to  £nd  i;is  courfe 
Oppos'd,  rolls  down  v/ith  double  force. 
Again  ft  the  Bridge  indigna.it  roars. 
And  laSies  the  refounding  fhores) 
Compar'd  with  him,  at  lov/eft  tide. 
In  fofteft  whifpers  feems  to  giidc. 
-  Httl;»cr  ^ititted  by  the  noife, 
SweU'd  wi:h  tae  ho'pe  cf  future  joys. 


Thro' 
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The  re-v'ren^  Have  of  Dulln^antahief''-'^^^^  a^amd  vi; 

Stentor-vvith  fuch  a  ferious  air/^'"^"  ^^^^  '<"•  ^*  ' 
With  fuch  a  face  6f /oleics n  care',  ^«  ^''f"P'' ^^'''^  ' 
As  might  import  him  to  contain 
A  nation's  welfare  in  his  brain — 
Stentor — cries  Crape— I'm  hither  fent 
On  bufmefs  of  moft  high  intent. 
Great  Dullman's  orders  to  convey  ; 
Dullman  commands,  and  I  obey. 
Big  with  thofe  throes  which  patriots  feel. 
And  hib'ring  for  the  common  weal. 
Some  fecret  which  forbids  him  reft. 
Tumbles  and  toJJ'es  in  his  breall:, 
Tumbles  and  toffes  to  get  free  ; 
And  thus  the  Chief  commands  by  me. 

To-morrow,  if  the  day  appear 
Likely  to  turn  out  fair  and  clear — 
Proclaim  a  grand FroceJBonade — 
Be  all  the  Citv  pomp  dilplay'd — 
Our  Citizens  to  council  call  — 
Let  all  meet — 'tis  the  caufe  of  all. 
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/"^OXCOMBS,  who  vainly  make  pretence 

To  fomething  of  exalted  fenfe 
'Bove  other  men,  and,  grat'ely  nvi/e, 
Affed  thofe  plealures  to  defpife. 
Which,  merely  to  the  eye  confin'd. 
Bring  no  improvement  to  the  mind, 
Rail  at  all  pomp  :  They  would  not  go 
For  millions  to  a  puppet-Jhc-iv, 
Nor  can  forgive  the  mighty  crime 
Of  countenancing  pantomime ; 
No,  not  at  Co  vent- Garden,  where, 
"Without  a  head  for  play  or  play'r. 
Or,  could  a  head  be  found  moft  fit. 
Without  one  play'r  to  fecond  it. 
They  mull,  obeying  Fo/lys  call. 
Thrive  by  mere  fhow,  or  not  at  all. 

Vi'ith  thefe  p-/-<2x'<'  fops,  who  (blefs  their  brains) 
Moft  cruel  to  themielves,  take  pains 
For  wretchednefs,  and  would  be  thought 
Much  wifer  than  a  wife  man  oug-ht 
For  his  own  happinefs  to  be  ; 
Who,  what  they  hear,  and  what  they  fee. 
And  what  they  fmell,  and  tafte,  and  feel," 
Difirufr,  till  Reafon  fets  her  feal. 

And, 
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And,  by  long  trains  of  confequences 
Enfur'd,  gives  fanction  to  the  Scnfes  ; 
Who  would  not,  Heav'n  forbid  it  1  wafie 
One  hour  in  what  the  world  calls  Tafte, 
Nor  fondly  deign  to  laugh  or  cry, 
Unlefs  they  know  fome  reafon  why  ; 
With  thefe  gt-a've  fops,  whcfe  fyftem  feems 
To  give  up  certainty  for  dreams. 
The  Eye  of  Man  is  underllood 
As  for  no  other  purpofe  good 
Than  as  a  door,  thro'  which  of  courfe 
Their  pafTage  crouding  objefts  force, 
A  downright  uiher,  to  admit 
New-comers  to  the  court  of  //^V/, 
(Good  Gravity,  forbear  thy  fpleen. 
When  I  fay  Wit,  I  Wifdom  mean) 
Where  (fuch  the  praflice  of  the  Court, 
Which  legal  precedents  fupport) 
Not  one  idea  is  allow'd 
To  pafs  unqueftion'd  in  the  crowd. 
But  ere  it  can  obtain  the  grace 
Of  holding  in  the  brain  a  place. 
Before  the  Chief  in  congregation 
rvluil  Hand  a.  Jlricl  exainination.  - 

Not  fuch  as  thofe,  who  Phyfic  twirl. 
Full  fraught  with  death,  from  ev'ry  curl  9 
Who  prove,  with  all  becoming  ftate. 
Their  voice  to  be  the  voice  of  Fate ; 
Prepar'd  w!th  EJJ'cnce,  Drop,  and  Fill, 
I'o  be  another  Ward,  or  Hill, 

Before 
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Before  they  can  obtain  their  ends. 

To  fign  death-warrants  for  their  friends. 

And  talents  vaft  as  tlieir's  employ. 

Secundum  artem  to  deilroy, 

Muft  pafs  (or  laws  their  rage  reftrain) 

Before  the  Chiefs  of  Warvjick-Lmze. 

Thrice  happy  'Lane,  where  uncontroul'd. 

In /cTuV  and  lethargy  grown  old, 

Moft  fit  to  take,  in  this  bleft  land. 

The  reins  which  fell  from  V/yndham's  hand. 

Her  lawful  throne  great  Dullnefs  rears, 

6tili  more  herfelf  as  more  in  years ; 

Where  ihe  (and  who  fhall  dare  deny 

Her  right,  when  Reeves  and  Chauncy's  by^ 

Calling  to  mind,  in  ancient  time. 

One  Garth  who  err'd  in  wit  and  rime. 

Ordains  from  henceforth  to  admit 

None  of  the  rebel  Sons  of  Wit, 

And  makes  it  her  peculiar  care 

That  Schomberg  never  fliall  be  there. 

Not  fuch  as  thofe,  whom  Folly  trains 
To  letters,  tho'  unblefs'd  with  brains  ; 
Who  ueftitute  of  pow'r  and  will 
To  learn,  are  kept  to  learning  frill  ; 
Whofe  heads,  when  other  methods  fail. 
Receive  inftrudicn  from  the  tail, 
Becaufe  their  fires,  a  common  cafe 
Which  brings  the  children  to  difgrace. 
Imagine  it  a  certain  rule, 
I'hey  never  could  beget  a  fool. 
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Muil  pafs,  or  muft  com["'tnd for,  ere 
The  Chaplain,  full  of  beef  and  pmy'r. 
Will  give  his  rc'verend permit. 
Announcing  them  for  Orders  fit. 
So  that  the  Prelate  (what's  a  name  ? 
All  Prelates  now  are  much  the  fa;ne) 
May  with  a  confcience  fafe  and  quiet,. 
With  hcly  hands  lay  on  that_yf<s/. 
Which  doth  all  faculties  difpenfe. 
All  fanclity,  all  faith,  alljcnfe. 
Makes  Madan  quite  a  faint  appear,. 
And  makes  an  oracle  of  Cheere. 

Not  fiich  as  in  that  folemn  feat. 
Where  the  N'ne  Ladies  hold  retreat. 
The  Ladies  Nine,  who,  as  we're  tcld. 
Scorning  thofe  haunts  they  lov'd  of  old,. 
The  banks  of  liis  now  prefer. 
Nor  will  one  hour  from  Oxford  llir. 
Are  held  for  form  ;  which  Balaam's  afs 
As  well  as  Balaam's  felf  might  pafs. 
And  with  his  mafter  take  degrees,. 
Could  he  contrive  to  pay  the  fees. 

Men  of  found  parts,  who,  deeply  read, 
O'erload  the  ftcrehoufe  of  the  head 
V/ich  furniture  they  ne'er  can  ufe. 
Cannot  forgive  our  rambling  Mufe 
This  wild  excurfion  ;  cannot  fee 
Why  Phyfc  and  Divinity, 
To  the  fcrprize  of  all  beholders. 
Are  lii^g'd  in  by  the  head  and  ihoulders ; 

Or 


2c6'  CHURCHILL'S     POEMS. 

Or  how.  In  any  point  of  view,  ~^"^^  ''«  "«^  "^^^ 

Oxford  hath  anv  thin?  to  do  :  '   ^^^^* 

But  men  of  nice  and  fubtle  learnirtg. 

Remarkable  for  quick  difcerning. 

Thro'  fpectacles  of  critic  mouldj^"  '  ".'■  ■''  i'  ".'■    '•  ^' 

Without  inltruction,  will  bcnold 

That  we  a  method  here  have  got. 

To  {hew  what  is,  by  what  is  not. 

And  that  our  drift  {pare?ithcf:s 

For  once  apart)  is  briefly  this. 

Within  the  Brain's  mod  fecret  cells 
A  certain  Lord  Chief  Jujllce  dv.ells 
Of  fov'reign  pow'r,  whom  one  and  all. 
With  common  voice,  v/e  Rcafon  call ; 
Tho',  for  the  purpcfes  of  fatire, 
A  name  in  truth  is  no  great  matter, 
Jefferies  or  Mansfield,  which  you  will. 
It  means  a  Lord  Chief  Jujiice  hill. 
Here,  fo  our  great  projedlors  fay. 
The  Senfes  all  mull  homage  pay; 
Either  they  all  muft  tribute  bring. 
And  proilrate  fall  before  their  King. 
Whatever  unto  them  is  brought. 
Is  carry'd  on  the  wings  of  Thought 
Before  his  throne,  where,  in  full  lUite, 
He  on  their  merits  holds  debate. 
Examines,  crofs-examines,  v/eighs 
Their  right  to  cenfure  or  to  praife  ; 
Nor  doth  his  equal  voice  depend 
On  narrow  views  of  foe  and  friend  ; 

Nor 
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Nor  can  or  flattery  or  force 
Divert  him  from  his  fteady  courfc  ; 
The  channel  of  enquiry's  clear. 
No  ^aw  examifiafion's  here. 

He,  upright  Jufticer,  no  doubt, 
Ji/  libitufn  puts  in  and  out, 
Adjufts  and  fettles  in  a  trice 
What  virtue  is,  and  what  is  vice. 
What  is  perfcftion,  what  defed. 
What  we  mull  chufe,  and  what  rejeifl  ; 
He  takes  upon  him  to  explain 
What  pleafure  is,  and  what  is  pain  ; 
Whilll  we,  obedient  to  the  whim. 

And  refling  all  our  faith  on  him. 
True  members  of  the  Stoic  weal. 

Mull  learn  to  think,  and  ceafe  to  feel. 
T^his  glorious  fyftem  form'd,  for  Man 

To  pradlife  when  and  how  he  can. 

If  the  five  Senfes  in  alliance 

To  Reaion  hurl  a  proud  defiance. 

And,  the'  oft  conquer'd,  yet  unbroke. 

Endeavour  to  throw  off  that  yoke. 

Which  they  a  greater  flav'ry  hold. 

Than  Jewifh  bondage  v/as  of  old  ; 

Or  if  they,  fomething  touch'd  with  fliame. 

Allow  him  to  retain  the  name 

Of  Royalty,  and,  as  in  fport. 

To  hold  a  mimic  formal  Court ; 

Permitted,  no  uncommon  thing. 

To  be  a  kind  of  Puppet  King, 

And 


2cS.  CHURCHILL'S     r  O  E  M  S. 

And  fuiFer'd  by  the  way  of  tov. 
To  hold  the  globe,  but  not  employ  ; 
Om,- fyji:m-7}iungersi  ftruck  with  fear, 
Prognofticate  deftrudlion  near  ; 
All  things  to  anarchy  muit  run  ;. 
1  he  little  world  of  Man's  undone. 

Nay  iho'ald  the  Eje,  that  niceit  Senfe, 
Negleft  to  fend  intelligence 
Unto  the  Erain,  diltinct  and  clear. 
Of  all  that  paflea  in  her  fphere  ; 
Should  fhe  prefumptuous  joy  receive. 
Without  the  U.ideruanJir.g's  leave. 
They  deem  it  rank  and  daring  treafon 
Againft  the  monarchy  of  Reafcn, 
Not  thinking,  tiio'  they're  <-LVOJ!a' rous  wiie,. 
That  few  have  lieajcn,  moft  have  lijcs  j 
So  that  the  pleafures  of  the  Miiid 
To  a  frnall  circle  are  ccniin'd. 
Whiift  thcfe  v/hich  to  the  Ser.fcs  fail. 
Become  the  property  of  all. 
Ijefides  (and  this  is  fure  a  cafe 
Not  much  at  prefent  out  of  place) 
Where  Nature  Reafon  doth  deny. 
No  art  can  that  defefc  fupply  ; 
iiut  if  (for  it  is  our  intent 
Fairly  to  ftate  the  argument) 
A  Man  fhould  want  an  eye  or  two. 
The  remedy  is  fure,  tho'  new  ; 
The  cure's  at  hand— no  need  of  fear^- 
For  proof— behold  tlie  Ciievalicr— 
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As  well  prepar'd,  beyond  all  doubt. 
To  put  eyes  in,  as^  put  them  out. 

But,  argument  apart,  which  tends 
T'  embitter  foes  and  fep'rate  friends, 
(Nor,  turn'd  apellate  for  the  Nine, 
Would  I,  tho'  bred  up  a  Divine, 
And  foe  of  courfe  to  Reafon's  weal. 
Widen  that  breach  I  cannot  heal) 
By  his  own  fenfe  and  feelings  taught>. 
In  fpeech  as  lib'ral  as  in  thought. 
Let  ev'ry  Man  enjoy  his  whim : 
What's  He  to  Me,  or  I  to  Him  ? 
Might  I,  the'  never  rob'd  in  ermine, 
A  matter  of  this  weight  determine. 
No  penalties  fhould  fettled  be 
To  force  men  to  hypocrify. 
To  make  them  ape  an  aukward  zeal. 
And,  feeling  not, -pretend  to  feel. 
I  would  not  have,  might  feiitence  reft 
Finally  fix'd  within  my  breall, 
Iv'cn  Annet  cer.fur'd  and  con.ln'J, 
Becaufe  we're  of  a  difF'rent  mind. 

Nature,  who  in  her  a<fl  moll  free, 
Herfelf  delights  in  Liberty, 
Profufe  in  love,  and,  without  bound, 
Pours  joy  on  ev'ry  creature  round  ; 
Whom  yet,  was  ev'ry  bounty  flied 
In  double  portions  on  our  head. 
We  could  net  truly  bounteous  call,  , 
If  Freedom   did  not  crown  them  aiL  - 
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By  Providence  forbid  to  ilray, 
Brutes  never  can  millake  their  way  ; 
Determin'd  ftill,  they  plod  along 
By  inftinft,  neither  right  nor  wrong  ; 
But  Man,  had  he  the  heart  to  ufe 
His  freedom,  hath  a  right  to  chiife  ; 
Whether  he  afts  or  well  or  ill, 
Depends  entirely  on  his  will  : 
To  herlaft  work,  her  fav'rite  Man, 
Is  giv'n  on  Nature's  better  plan 
A  privilege  in  povv'r  to  err. 
Nor  let  this  phrafe  refentment  flir 
Amonglt  the  grave  ones,  fmce  indeed. 
The  little  merit  Man  can  plead 
In  doing  well,  dcpendeth  Itiil 
Upon  his  pow'r  of  doing  ill. 

Opinions  fliould  be  free  as  air  ; 
No  man,  whate'er  his  rank,  whate'cr 
His  qualities,  a  claim  can  found 
That  my  opinion  muft  be  bound. 
And  fquare  with  his  ;  fuch  flavifh  chains 
From  foes  the  lib'ral  foul  difdains. 
Nor  can,  tho'  true  to  friendfuip,  bend 
To  wear  them  even  from  a  friend. 
Let  thofe,  who  rigid  Judgment  ov/n, 
SubmilTive  bov/  at  Judgmer.t's  throne; 
And  if  they  of  no  value  hold 
Pleafure,  till  pleafure  is  grown  cold, 
Fail'd  and  infipid,  forc'd  to  wait 
For  Judgmenl's  regular  debate 
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To  give  it  warrant,  let  them  find 
Dull  I'ubjedh  fuited  to  their  mind  ; 
Their's  be  flow  wifdom  :  Be  my  plan 
To  live  as  merry  as  I  can, 
Regardlefs  as  the  fafliions  go. 
Whether  there's  reafon  for  't,  or  no  ; 
Be  my  employment  here  on  earth 
To  give  a  lib'ral  fcope  to  mirth. 
Life's  barren  vale  v/ith  ilovv'rs  t'  adorn. 
And  pluck  a  rofs  from  ev'ry  thorn. 

But  if,  by  Error  led  albay, 
I  chance  to  wander  from  my  way. 
Let  no  blind  guide  obferve,  in  fpite, 
I'm  wrong,  who  cannot  fet  me  right. 
That  Doftor  could  I  ne'er  endure. 
Who  found  dileafe,  and  not  a  cure  ; 
Nor  can  I  hold  that  man  a  friend, 
V/hcfe  zeal  a  helping  hand  fhall  lend  " 
To  open  happy  Folly's  eyes. 
And,  m.aking  wretched,  make  me  \%ife- ; 
For  next,  a  truth  which  can't  admit 
Reproof  from  Wifdom  or  from  Wir, 
To  being  happy  here  below. 
Is  to  btlie-ve  that  we  are  fo. 

Some  few  in  knovMdge  find  relief, 
I  place  my  comfort  in  belief. 
Some  for  Reality  may  call. 
Fancy  to  me  is  all  in  all. 
imaginat'on,  thro'  the  trick 
Of  Doftors,  often  makes  us  fick  j 
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And  why,  let  any  Sophift  tell. 
May  it  not  likewife  make  us  well  ? 
This  am  I  fure,  whate'er  our  view. 
Whatever  fhadows  we  purfue, 
For  our  purfuits,  be  what  they  will. 
Are  little  more  than  fhadows  fiill, 
Too  fwift  they  fly,  too  ivvift  and  flronfj. 
For  man  to  catch,  or  hold  them  long. 
Eut  joys  which  in  the  Fancy  live. 
Each  moment  to  each  man  may  give. 
'Vrue  to  himfeif,  and  true  to  eafe. 
He  foftcns  Fate's  fevere  decrees. 
And  (can  a  mortal  wifh  for  more  r) 
Creates,  and  makes  himfeif  new  o'er. 
Mocks  boafted  vain  Reality, 
And  Is,  whate'er  he  wants  to  Be. 

Hail,  Fancy — to  thy  pov/'r  I  owe 
Deliv'rance  from  the  gripe  of  Woe  ; 
To  thee  I  owe  a  miglity  debt. 
Which  Gratitude  fliall  ne'er  forget, 
Whillt  Mem'iy  can  her  force  employ, 
A  large  encreafe  of  ev'ry  joy. 
When  at  my  doors,  too  ftrongly  barr'd. 
Authority  had  plac'd  a  guard, 
A  knavijh  guard,  ordain'd  by  Law 
To  keep  poor  Ucnefiy  in  au  e  ; 
Authority,  fevere  and  Hern, 
To  intercept  my  wifli'd  return  ; 
When  Foes  grew  proud,  and  Friends  grew  cool. 
And  laughter  fciz'd  each  fober  fcol ; 
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When  Candour  ftarted  in  amaze. 

And,  meaning  cenlure,  hinted  praife  ; 

When  Prudence,  lifting  up  her  eyes 

And  hands,  tbank'd  Heav'n,  that  ftie  was  wife  : 

When  all  around  me,  with  an  air 

Of  hopelefs  forrow,  look'd  defpair  ; 

When  they  or  faid,  or  feem'd  to  fay. 

There  is  but  one,  one  only  way 

Better,  and  be  advis'd  by  us. 

Not  be  at  all,  than  to  be  thus  ; 

When  Virtue  lliunn'd  the  fiicck,  and  Pride 

Difabled,  lay  by  Virtue's  fide. 

Too  weak  my  ruffled  foul  to  chear. 

Which  could  not  hope,  yet  would  not  fear  ; 

Health  in  her  motion,  the  wild  grace 

Of  Pleafure  fpeaking  in  her  face. 

Dull  Regularity  thrown  by. 

And  Comfort  beaming  from  her  eve  ; 

Fancy,  in  richell  robes  array'd, 

Cam.e  fmiling  for.rii,  and  brought  me  aid. 

Came  fmiling  o'er  that  dreadful  time, 

Andy  more  to  hlcls  me,  came  in  rime. 

Nor  is  her  pow'r  to  Me  confin'd. 
It  fpreads,  it  comprehends  Mankind. 

When   (to  the  fpirit-ftiiring  found 
Of  trumpets  breathing  courage  round. 
And  fifes,  well  mingled  to  reilrain. 
And  bring  that  courage  down  again. 
Or  to  the  melancholy  knell 
Of  the  dull,  deep,  and  doleful  bell, 
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Such  as  of  late  the  good  Sahit  Bride 
Muffled,  to  mortify  the  pride 
Of  thofe,  who,  England  quite  forgot, 
Paid  their  vile  homage  to  the  Scot, 
Where  Afgill  held  the  foremofl  place, 
V/hilft  my  Lord  figur'd  at  a  race) 
ProceJJicns  ('tis  not  worth  debate 
Whether  they  are  of  Stage  or  State) 
Move  on,  fo  very  very  flow, 
'Tis  doubtful  if  they  move  or  no  ; 
When  the, Performers  all  the  while 
Mechanically  frown  or  fmile, 
•  Or,  with  a  dull  and  ftupid  flare, 
A  vacancy  of  fcnfe  declare, 
Oi",  with  down-bending  eye,  feem  wrought 
Into  a  labyrinth  of  thought. 
Where  Reafon  wanders  ftiii  in  doubt. 
And,  once  got  in,  cannot  get  out ; 
What  caufe  fufRcient  can  we  find 
To  fatisfy  a  thinking  mind. 
Why,  dup'd  by  fuch  vain  farces,  Man 
Defceods  to  aft  on  fuch  a  plan  ? 
Why  they,  who  hold  thcmfclves  divine. 
Can  in  fuch  wretched  follies  join. 
Strutting  like  peacocks,  or  like  crows, 
7'hemjel'ves  and  Nature  to  expofe  ? 
What  caufe,  hut  that  (you'll  underfland 
We  have  our  remedy  at  hand. 
That  if  perchance  we  ftart  a  doubt, 
£.re  it  is  fix'd,  we  wipe  it  out. 
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As  furgeons,  -when  they  lop  a  limb. 
Whether  for  profit,  fame,  or  whim. 
Or  mere  experiment  to  try, 
Muft  always  have  v.  Jiyptic  by) 
Fancy  ileps  in,  and  ftamps  that  rcnly 
Which,  ipfofafio,  is  ideal. 

Can  none  remember,  yes,  I  know. 
All  muft  remember  that  rare  lliow,  ' 
When  to  the  country  Senfe  went  down, 
And  Fools  came  flocking  up  to  tov.  n, 
When  Knights  (a  work  which  all  admit 
To  be  for  Knighthood  much  unfit) 
Euik  booths  for  hire  ;  when  Parfons  play'd. 
In  robes  cano7iical  array'd. 
And,  fiddling,  join'd  the  Smithfcid  dance. 
The  price  of  tickets  to  advance  ; 
Or,  unto  tapllers  tum'd,  dealt  out. 
Running  from  booth  to  booth  about. 
To  ev'ry  fcoundrel,  by  retail. 
True  pennyworths  of  beef  and  ale. 
Then  firil  prepar'd,  by  bringing  beer  in. 
For  prefent  grand  Eledioneering  ; 
When  Heralds,  running  all  about 
To  bring  in  Order,  tum'd  it  out ; 
When,  by  t\ie- prudent  MarJhaPi  care. 
Left  the  rude  populace  fnould  ftare. 
And  with  unhallow'd  eyes  profane 
Gay  puppets  of  patrician  ftrain. 
The  whole  procefiion,  as  in  fpite, 
Unheard,  uafcen,  ftole  off  by  night  ; 
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When  our  lov'd  Monarch,  nothing  loth. 

Solemnly  took  that  facred  oath. 

Whence  mutual  firm  agreements  fpring 

Betwixt  the  Subject  and  the  King, 

Ey  which,  in  ufual  manner  crown'd. 

His  head,  his  heart,  his  hands  he  bound, 

Againil  himfelf,  fhould  palTion  ilir 

The  leafi:  propenlity  to  err, 

Againft  all  fia'ves,  who  might  prepare 

Or  open  force,  or  hidden  ihare. 

That  glorious  Charter  to  maintain, 

^y  'which  We  Jernje,  and  He  muji  reign  ; 

Then  Fancy,  with  unbounded  fvvay, 

Revell'd  fole  miitrefs  of  the  day. 

And  wrought  -fach  wonders,  as  might  make 

^E  yptian  forcerers  forfake 
Their  bafficd  mockexies,  ana  own 
The  palm  of  magic  her's  alone. 

A  Knight  (who  in  the  f^Ikcn  lap 
Of  lazy  Peace  had  liv'd  on  pap. 
Who  never  yet. had  dar'd  to  iLam 
'Bove  ten  or  twenty  miles  from  home, 
Kor  even  that,  unlefs  z gu'de 
Was  plac'd  to  amble  by  his  fide, 
And  troops  of  flaves  were  fpread  around 
To  keep. his  Konaur  f;;f:;  and.  found  j 
Who  could  net  fufier.for  his  life 

■A  point  to  fv'.ord,  or  edge  to  knife. 

And  always  i'Jn.tcd  at  the  fight 

Of  blood,  cho'  'tvvas  not  ihed  in  iight. 


•Who 
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WI;o  difiiiheriteJ  one  fon 
For  firing  off  an  elder  gun. 
And  vvhipt  another,  fix  years  old, 
Becaiife  the  boy,  prefumptuous,  bold 
To  madnefs,  likely  to  become 
A  very  Svvifs,  had  beat  a  drum, 
Tho'  it  appear'd  an  inftrument 
Moll:  peaceable .  and  innocent , 
Having  from  firft  been  in  the  hands 
And  fcrvice  of  the  Ciiy  Bands) 
Grac'd  with.tJiofe  cnfigns,  which  were  meant 
To  further  Honour's  dread  intent. 
The  minds  of  warriors  to  inflame. 
And  fpur  them  on  to  deeds  of  fame. 
With  little  fv/ord, -large  fpurs,  high  feather, 
.Fearful  of  ev'ry  thing  but  weather, 
( And  all  muft  own,  who  pay  regard 
To  charity,  it  had  been  hard 
That  in  his  ve^y  .firll  cafnpaign 
His  honours  (hould  be  .foil'd  with  rain) 
A  hero  all  at  once  became. 
And  (feeing  others  much  the  fame 
In  point  of  valoiir  as  himfelf. 
Who  leave  their  courage  on  a  fhelf 
From  year  to  year,  till,  fome  fuch  rout 
In  proper  feafon  calls  it  out) 
Strutted,  Icok'd  big,  and  fwagger'd  more 
I'han  ever  hero  did  before  ; 
■Look'd  up,  look'd  dovvn,  look'd  all  around. 
Like  Mavors,  grimly  fmil'd  and  frown 'd  j 

Seem'd 
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Seem'd  Heav'n,  and  Earth,  and  Hell  to  call 

To  fight,  that  he  might  rout  them  aU; 

And  perfonated  Valour's  iHle 

So  long,  fpeftators  to  beguile. 

That  paffing  ftrange,  and  wond'rous  true, 

Himfelf  at  laft  believ'd  it  too. 

Nor  for  a  time  could  he  difcern. 

Till  Truth  and  Darknefs  took  their  turn, 

.So  well  did  Fancy  play  her  part. 

That  Coward  Hill  was  at  the  heart. 

Whiffle  (who  knows  not  Whiffle's'  name. 
By  the  impartial  voice  of  Fame 
Recorded  firft,  thro'  all  this  land. 
In  Vanity's  illuflrious  band  ?) 
Who,  by  ail-bounteous  Nature  meant 
For  offices  of  hardunent, 
A  modern  Hercules  at  leaft. 
To  rid  the  world  of  each  wild  beafl. 
Of  each  wild  bcaft  which  came  in  view. 
Whether  on  four,  legs  or  on  two. 
Degenerate,  delights  to  prove 
Kis  force  on  the  J>a}:a/{e  of  Leva, 
Difclaims  the  joys  which  camps  afford. 
And  for  the  diftait'  quits  the  fvvord  ; 
Who  fond  of  women  would  appear 
To  public  eye,  and  public  ear. 
But,  when  in  private,  lets  them  know 
How  little  they  can  truft  to  Ihow  ; 
Who  fpons  a  woman  as  of  courfe, 
Juft  as  a  jockey  fhev%'s  a  horle. 


And 
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And  then  returns  her  to  the  flable, 
-Or  vainly  plants  her  at  his  table. 
Where  he  would  rather  Venus  find, 
(So  pall'd,  and  fo  deprav'd  his  mind) 
Than,  by  fome  great  occafion  led. 
To  feize  her  panting  in  her  bed. 
Earning  with  more  than  mortal  fires. 
And  melting  in  her  own  dciires ; 
Who,  ripe  in  years,  is  yet  a  child. 
Thro'  falhion,  not  thro'  feeling  wild  i 
Whate'er  in  others,  who  proceed 
As  Senfe  and  Nature  have  decreed. 
From  real  paiTion  fiows,  in  him 
Is  mere  efFifc  of  mode  and  whim  ; 
Who  laughs,  a  very  common  way, 
Becaufe  he  nothing  hr.s  to  fay. 
As  your  choice  Spirits  oaths  difpenfe 
To  fill  up  vacancies  of  fenfe  ; 
Who,  having  fome  fmall  fenfe,  defies  it. 
Or,  ufmg,  always  mifapplies  it; 
Who  now  and  then  brings  fomething  forth. 
Which  feems  indeed  of  fterling  worth. 
Something,  by  fudden  itart  and  fit. 
Which  at  a  diftance  looks  like^  wit. 
But,  on  examination  near. 
To  his  confufion  will  appear 
By  Truth's  fair  glafs,  to  be  at  befl 
A  tlireadbare  jeiier's  threadbare  jeft  ; 
Who  friiks  and  dances  thro'  the  flreet, 
■Sings  without  voice,  rides  without  feat. 

Plays 


2-ao  C  H  U"R  C  H  I  L  L '  s     POEMS. 

Plays  o'^  his  tricks,  like  JECop's  afs, 
A  gratis  fool  to  all  who  pafs ; 
Vy''ho  riots,  the'  he  loves  not  vvafte^ 
Whores   without  luft,  drinks  without  tafte^ 
AiSls  without  fenfe,  talks  without  thought;. 
Does  ev'ry  thing  but  what  he  ought ; 
Who,  led  by  forms,  without  the  pow'r 
Of  vice,  is  vicious ;  who  one  hour. 
Proud  without  pride,  the  next  will  be 
Humble  without  iiumility  ; 
Whofe  vanity  we  all  difcern. 
The  fpring  on  which  his  adtions  turn  ; 
Whole  aim  in  erring,  is  to  err, 
-So  that  he  may  be  lingular. 
And  all  his  utmofl:  wifhes  mean. 
Is,  tho'  he's  laugh'd  at,  to  be  feen  ; 
Si'.:l.<  (for  when  Flatt'ry's  foothlng  llrain 
Had  robb'd  the  Mufe  of  her  difdain. 
And  found  a  method  to  perfuade 
Her  art  to  fofcen  ev'ry  fhade, 
Juitice  enrag'd,  the  pencil  fnatch'd 
Prom  her  degen'rate  hand,  and  fcratch'd 
Out  ev'ry  trace;  then,  quick  as  thought. 
From  life  this  llriking  likencfs  caught) 
In  mind,  in  manners,  and  in  mien. 
Such  ^^'hiffie  came,  and  fuch  was  feen 
In  the  World's  eye  ;  but  (ftrange  to  tell  !,) 
Milled  by  Fancy's  magic  fpell, 
Deceiv'd,  not  dreaming  of  deceit. 
Cheated,  but  happy  in  the  cheat. 


Was 


THE       GHOST..  2Z1 

Was  more  than  human  in  his  own. 
O  bow,  bow  all  at  Fancy's  throne, 
Whofe  pow'r  could  make  (o  vile  an  elf 
With  patience  bear  that  thing,  himfelf. 

But,  miftrefs  of  each  art  to  pleafe, 
Creati've  Fancy,  what  are  thefe, 
Thefe  pageants  of  a  trifier's  pen. 
To  what  thy  power  eiiected  then  ? 
Familiar  with  the  human  mind. 
As  fwift  aild  fubtle  as  the  wind. 
Which  we  all  feel,  yet  no  one  knows 
Or  whence  it  comes,  or  where  it  goes,. 
Fancy  at  cnce  in  ev'ry  part 
PoiTefs'd  the  eye,  the  head,  the  heart, , 
And  in  a  thoufand  forms  array 'd, 
A  thoufand  various  gambols  play'd. 

Here,  in  a  face  vs'hich  well  might  aCc 
The  privilege  to  wear  a  mafk 
In  fpite  of  law,  and  Juttice  teach 
For  public  good  t'  excufe  the  breach. 
Within  the  furrow  of  a  wrinkle 
'Twixt  eyes,  which  could  not  fhine  but  twinkle, . 
Like  centinels  i'  th'  ftarry  way. 
Who  wait  for  the  return  of  day, 
Almofl;  burnt  out,  and  feem  to  keep 
Their  watch,  like  foldiers,  in  their  flcep. 
Or  like  thofe  lamps  which,  by  the  pov.'r 
Of  law,  muil  burn  from  hour  to  hour, 
(Elfe  they,  without  redemption,  fall 
Under  the  terrors  of  that  Hall, 

Which, 
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Which,  once  notorious  for  a  hop. 

Is  now  become  a  Ji'Jiice-jbop') 

Which  are  fo  manag'd,  to  go  out 

Juft  when  the  time  comes  round  about. 

Which  yet  thro'  emulation  Itrive 

To  keep  their  dying  light  alive. 

And  (not  uncommon,  as  we  iind, 

Amongll  the  children  of  mankind) 

As  they  grow  weaker,  would  feem  llronger. 

And  burn  a  little,  little  longer ; 

Fancy,  betwixt  fuch  eyes  enflirin'd. 

No  brufn  to  daub,  no  mill  to  grind. 

Thrice  wav'd  her  wand  around,  wliofe  force 

Chang'd  in  an  inftint  Nature's  courfe. 

And,  hardly  credible  in  rime. 

Not  only  ftopp'd,  but  call'd  back  Time. 

The  face  of  ev'ry  wrinkle  clear'd. 

Smooth  as  the  floating  ftream  appear'd, 

Down  the  neck  ringlets  fpread  their  fiame. 

The  neck  admiring  whence  they  carae  ; 

On  the  arch'd  brow  the  Graces  play'd  ; 

On  the  full  bofom  Cupid  laid  ; 

Suns,  from  their  proper  orbits  fent. 

Became  for  eye^  a  fupplement ; 

Teeth,  white  as  ever  teeth  were  fcen 

Deliver'd  from  the  hand  of  Green  *, 

Started,  in  regular  array. 

Like  Train-bands  on  a  grand  held-day, 

*  An  eminent  Dentifl  at  this  period. 


Into 
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into  the  gums,  whicii  would  have  fled. 
But,  wond'ring,  turn'd  from  white  to  red. 
Quite  alter'd  was  the  whole  machine. 

And  Lady  was  fifteen. 

Here  fhe  made  lordly  temples  rife 
Before  the  pious  Dalhwood's  eyes. 
Temples  which  built  aloft  in  air, 
May  ferve  for  fhow,  if  not  for  pray'r  j 
in  folemn  form  herielf,  before, 
Array'd  like  Faith,  the  Bible  bore. 
There,  over  Melcomb's  feather'd  head,. 
Who,  quite  a  man  of  gingerbread, 
Savour'd  in  talk,  in  drefs,  and  phyz. 
More  of  another  world  than  this. 
To  a  dz'jarf  Mufe  a  Giant  Page, 
The  laft  grave  fop  of  the  laft  age. 
In  a  fuperb  and  feather'd  hearfe, 
Bej'cutcheon^d  and  betagg'd  with  verfe,« 
Which,  to  beholders  from  afar, 
Appear'd  like  a  triumphal  car. 
She  rode,  in  a  caji  rainbow  clad  ; 
There,   throwing  off  the  hallonv'd  plaid. 
Naked,  as  when  (in  thofc  drear  cells 
Where,  felf -kiefs' d ,  felf-ciirs\i  Madncfs  dwells) 
Pleafure,  on  whom,  in  Laughter\  Ihape, 
Frenzy  had  perfeftcd  a  rape, 
Firft  brought  her  forth,  before  her  lime. 
Wild  witnefs  of  her  fhame  and  crime. 
Driving  before  an  idol  band 
Of  driv'ling  Stuarts,  hand  in  hand, 

Some, 
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Some,  who  to  curfe  mankind,  had  wore 
A  crown  they  ne'er  mali  think  of  more. 
Others,  whofe,  baby  brows  were  grac'd 
With  paper  crowns,  and  toys  of"  paile. 
She  jigg'd,  and  playing  on  the  flute 
Spread  raptures  o'er  the  foul  of  Bute. 

Big  with  vait  hopes,  fome  mighty  plan, . 
Which  wrought  the  bufy  foul  of  man 
To  her  full  bent,  the  Civil  Law,, 
Fit  code  to  keep  a  world  in  awe. 
Bound  o'er  his  isrows,  fair  to  behold,  • 
As  Je^joijh  frc72tlets  were  of  old,  - 
The  famous  Charter  of  our  land, 
Defac'd,  ai:d  mangled  in  his  hand  ; 
As  one  v/hom  deepeit  thouglits  employ,  . 
But  deepeft  thoughts  of  truell  joy. 
Serious  and  flow  he  Urode,  he  ftalk'd. 
Before  him  troojss  of  heroes  walk'd. 
Whom  beft  he  lov'd,  of  heroes  crown'd,  ■ 
By  Tories  guarded  all  around. 
Dull  folemn  pleafure  in  his  face. 
He  faw  the  honours  of  his  race. 
He  faw  their  lineal  glories  rife. 
And  touch'd,  or  feeni'd  to  touch  the  ikies/ 
Not  the  moft  dillant  mark  of  fear. 
No  fign  of  axe,  or  fcaJ'cU  near. 
Not  one  curs'd- thought,  to  crofs  his  will. 
Of  fuch  a  place 'as  "/"otvfr  Hill. 

Curfe  on  this  Mufe,  a  flippant  jade, 
A  Ihrew,  like  cv'ry  other  maid 
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Who  turns  the  corner  of  nineteen, 

Dcvour'd  with  peeviihnefs  and  fpleen. 

Her  tongue  (for  as,  when  bound  for  life^ 

The  hufband  fufFers  for  the  wife. 

So  if  in  any  works  of  rime 

Perchance  there  blunders  out  a  crime. 

Poor  culprit  bards  mull:  always  rue  it, 

Altho'  'tis  plain  the  Mufes  do  it) 

Sooner  or  later  cannot  fail 

To  fend  me  headlong  to  a  jail. 

Whate'er  my  theme  (our  themes  we  chafe 

In  modern  days  without  a  Mitfe, 

Jufl  as  a  father  will  provide 

To  join  a  bridegroom  and  a  bride. 

As  if,  tho'  they  mufl  be  the  play'rs. 

The  game  was  wholly  hii,  not  theirs) 

Whate'er  my  theme,  the  Mu/e,  who  ftill 

Owns  no  diredion  but  her  will. 

Flies  off,  and,  ere  I  could  exped, 

Ey  ways  oblique  and  indiredl. 

At  once  quite  over  head  and  ears, 

Jn  fatal /oZ/V/Vj  appears. 

Time  was,  and,  if  I  aught  difcern 

Of  fate,  that  time  fhall  loon  return. 

When  decent  and  demure  at  leafi. 

As  grave  and  dull  as  any  prieil, 

I  could  fee  Fice  in  robes  array"d. 

Could  fee  the  game  of  Folly  play'd 

Succefsfully  in  Fortune's  ichcoi. 

Without  exclaiming  rogue  or  fool  j 

Vol.  LX\T.  Q^  Time 
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Time  was,  when  nothing  loth  or  proud, 

I  lacquied,  with  the  fawning  crowd. 

Scoundrels  in  office,  and  would  bow 

To  cyphers  great  in  place  ;  but  now 

Upright  I  ftand,  as  if  wife  Fate, 

To  compliment  a  ftiatter'd  ftate> 

Had  me,  like  Atlas,  hither  fent 

To  Ihoulder  up  the  firmament. 

And  if  I  floop'd,  with  gen'ral  crack 

The  Heavens  would  tumble  from  my  back  ; 

Time  was,  when  rank  and  lituation 

Secur'd  the  great  ones  of  the  nation 

From  all  controul  ;  Satire  and  La^uj 

Kept  only  little  knaves  in  awe  ; 

But  now,  decorum  loft,  I  ftand 

Bemused,  a  pencil  in  my  hand. 

And,  dead  to  ev'ry  fenfe  of  fliame, 

Carelefs,of  fafcty  and  of  fame. 

The  names  of  fcoundrels  minute  down. 

And  libel  more  than  half  the  Town. 

How  can  a  Statefman  be  fecure 
h-i  all  his  villainies,  if  poor 
And  dirty  authors  thus  fnall  dare 
To  lay  his  rotten  bofom  bare  ? 
Mujl's  fhould  pafs  away  their  time 
In  dre fling  out  the  poet's  rime 
With  bills  and  ribbands,  and  array 
Each  line  in  harmlefs  tafte,  tho'  gay. 
When  the  hot  burning  fit  is  on. 
They  ftiould  regale  their  reftlefs  fon 
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With  fomething  to  alky  his  rage. 

Some  cool  Caflalian  beverage. 

Or  fome  fuch  draught  (tho'  they,  'tis  plain. 

Taking  the  Mufes  name  in  vain. 

Know  nothing  of  their  real  court. 

And  only  fable  from  report) 

As  makes  a  Whitehead's  Ode  go  down. 

Or  flakes  mefe'vereife  of  Brown  : 

But  who  would  in  his  fenfes  think 

Of  Mufes  giving  ga]I  to  drink. 

Or  that  their  folly  fnould  afford 

To  raving  poets  gun  or  fword  ? 

Poets  were  ne'er  deiign'd  by  fate 

To  meddle  with  affairs  of  btate. 

Nor  fliould  (if  we  may  fpeak  oar  thought 

Truly  as  men  of  honour  ought) 

Sound  policy  their  rage  admit. 

To  launch  the  thunderbolts  of  wit 

About  thofe  heads,  which,  when  they're  fliot. 

Can't  tell  if  'twas  by  v/it,  or  not. 

Thefe  things  well  known,  what  Devil  in  fpite 
Can  have  fcdac'd  nie  thus  to  write 
Out  of  that  road,  which  mull  have  led 
To  riches,  without  heart  or  head. 
Into  that  road,  which,  had  I  more 
Than  ever  Poet  had  before. 
Of  Wit  and  Virtue,  in  difgrace 
Would  keep  me  Hill,  and  cut  of  place. 
Which,  if  fome  Judge  (you'll  nnderftand 
One  famous,  famous  thro'  the  land 

Q_2  For 
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For  making  law)  fhould  ftand  my  friend. 
At  laft  may  in  a  pill'ry  end. 
And  all  this,  I  my  felf  admit. 

Without  one  caufe  to  lead  to  it. 

Forinftance  now —  this  book — the  Ghost— 
Methinks  I  hear  fome  Critic  Pofl 
Remark  mofl  gravely — "  The  firll  word 
"  Which  we  about  the  Ghost  have  heard." 
Peace,  my  good  Sir— not  quite  fo  fail— 
What  is  the  firfl,  may  be  the  laft. 
Which  is  a  point,  all  mull  agree. 
Cannot  depend  on  you  or  me. 
Fannt,  no  Ghoft  of  common  mould. 
Is  not  by  forms  to  be  controul'd  ; 
To  keep  her  Jlate,  and  Ihew  her  flcill. 
She  never  comes  but  v.-hen  fne  will. 
I  wrote  and  wrote  (perhaps  you  doubt. 
And  Ihrewdly,  vvhat  I  v/rote  about. 
Believe  me,  much  to  my  difgrace, 
1  too  am  in  the  felf-fame  caie) 
But  ftill  I  wrote,  till  Faknv  came 
impatient,  nor  could  any  fiiair.e 
On  me  with  equal  jultice  fall. 
If  ihe  had  never  come  at  all. 
An  underling,  I  could  not  flir 
Without  the  cue  throu'n  out  by  her. 
Nor  from  the  fabjeci;  aid  receive 
Until  fhe  came,  and  gave  me  leave. 
So  that  (ye  Sons  of  Erudition 
Mark,  this  is  but  a  fuppofiticn. 


Nor 
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Nor  would  I  to  fo  wife  a  nation 
Suggeft  it  as  a  7-evelatio)i) 
If  henceforth  dully  turning  o'er 
Page  after  page,  ye  read  no  more 
Of  Fanny,  who,  in  fea  or  air. 
May  be  departed  God  knows  where. 
Rail  at  jilt  Fortune,  but  agree 
No  cenfure  can  be  laid  on  me. 
For  fure  (the  caufe  let  Mansfield  try) 
Fanny  is  in  the  fault,  not  I. 

But  to  return — and  this  I  hold, 
A  fecret  worth  its  weight  in  gold 
To  thofe  who  write,  as  I  write  now. 
Not  to  mind  where  they  go,  or  how. 
Thro'  ditch,  thro'  bog,  o'er  hedge  and  flile  ; 
Make  it  but  worth  the  reader's  while. 
And  keep  a  pafTage  fair  and  plain 
Always  to  bring  him  back  again . 
Thro'  dirt,  who  fcruples  to  approach. 
At  Pleafure's  call,  to  take  a  coach  ? 
But  we  fhould  think  the  man  a  clown 
Vv'ho  in  the  dirt  fhould  fet  us  down  ? 

But  to  return — if  Wit,  who  ne'er 
The  fnackles  of  reflraint  could  bear. 
In  wayward  humour  fiiould  refufe 
Ker  timely  fuccour  to  the  Mufe, 
And  to  no  rules  and  orders  tied, 
Ruugh!y  deny  to  be  her  gu'de. 
She  muil  renounce  decor urn^s  plan. 
And  get  back  when,  and  how  ftie  can ; 

0.3  As 


230  CHURCHILL'S     POEMS. 

As  Parfons,  who,  without  pretext. 
As  foon  as  mention'd,  quit  their  text. 
And,  to  promote  fleep's  genial  pow'r. 
Grope  in  the  dark  for  half  an  hour. 
Give  no  more  reafon  (for  we  know 
Reafon  is  vulgar,  mean  and  low) 
Why  they  come  back  (fhould  it  befal 
That  ever  they  come  back  at  all) 
Into  the  road,  to  end  the  royt. 
Than  they  can  give  why  they  went  out. 

But  to  return — this  bock —  the  Ghost—  | 

A  mere  amufement  at  the  moll,  ' 

A  trifle,  fit  to  wear  away 
The  horrors  of  a  rainy  day, 
A  flight  fiiot  filk,  for  fummer  wear, 
Juft  as  our  modern  flatefmen  are. 
If  rigid  honefty  permit 
That  I  for  once  purloin  the  wit 
Of  him,  who,  were  we  all  to  fteal. 
Is  much  too  rich  the  theft  to  feel. 
Yet  in  this  book,  where  Eafe  fiiould  join 
With  Mirth  to/ugar  ev'ry  line. 
Where  it  fliould  all  be  mere  chit-chat. 
Lively,  good-humour'd,  and  all  that. 
Where  honejl  Satire,  in  difgrace, 
Should  not  fo  much  as  fliew  her  face. 
The  ftirew,  o'erleaping  all  due  bounds. 
Breaks  into  Laughter's  facred  grounds. 
And,  in  contempt,  plays  o'er  her  tricks 
■In  Science,  Trade,  and  Politics. 

But 
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But  why  fhould  the  diflemper'd  fcold 
Attempt  to  blacken  men  enroU'd 
In  Power's  dread  book,  whofe  mighty  fkill 
Can  twill  an  empire  to  their  will  ; 
Whofe  voice  is  Fate,  and  on  their  tongue 
La^M,  Liberty,  and  Life  are  hung  ; 
Whom,  on  enquiry.  Truth  fhall  find 
With  Stuarts  link\i,  time  out  of  mind 
Superior  to  their  Country's  laws. 
Defenders  of  a  tyrant's  caufe  ; 
Men,  who  the  fame  damn'd  maxims  hold 
Darkly,  which  they  avow'd  of  old  ; 
Vvho,  tho' by  diff 'rent  means,  purfue 
The  end  which  they  had  firft  in  view. 
And,  force  found  vain,  now  play  their  part 
With  much  lefs  honour,  much  more  art  ? 
Why,  at  the  corners  of  the  fcreets. 
To  ev'ry  patriot  drudge  fhe  meets. 
Known  or  unknown,  with  furious  cry 
Should  ftie  wild  clamours  vent  ;  or  why. 
The  minds  of  groundlings  to  inflame, 
A  Dafhwood,  Bute,  and  Wyndham  name  ? 
Why,  having  not  to  our  furprize 
The  fear  of  death  before  her  eyes. 
Bearing,  and  that  but  now  and  then. 
No  other  weapon  but  her  pen. 
Should  llie  an  argument  afford. 
For  blood,  to  men  who  ivear  a  fujord  ; 
Men,  who  can  nicely  tritn  zxid.  pare 
A  point  of  honour  to  a  hair 

Q^  4  (Honour 
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(Honour — a  word  of  nice  import, 
A  pretty  trinket  in  a  court. 
Which  my  Lord  quite  in  rapture  feels 
Dangling  and  rattling  with  his  Seals — 
Honour — a  word,  which  all  the  Tsine 
Would  be  much  puzzled  to  define— 
Honour — a  word  which  torture  mocks. 
And  might  confound  a  thoufand  Lockes — 
Which  (for  I  leave  to  wifer  heads. 
Who  fields  of  death  prefer  to  beds 
Of  down,  to  find  out,  if  they  can. 
What  Honour  is,  on  their  wild  plan) 
Is  7iot ,  to  take  it  in  their  way. 
And  this  we  fure  may  dare  to  fay 
Without  incurring  an  offence. 
Courage,  Laiv,  Honcjiy,  or  Senfe)  ; 
Men,  who  all  fpirit,  life  and  foul. 
Neat  butchers  of  a  buttcn-hoie. 
Having  more  fkill,  believe  it  true 
That  they  muft  have  more  courage  too  ; 
Men,  who  without  a  place  or  name, 
Their  fortunes  fpeechlefs  as  their  fame, 
V/ould  by  the  fwcrd  new  fortunes  car\'e. 
And  rather  die  in  fight  than  flarve  ? 
At  Coronations,  a  vait  field 
Which  food  of  ev'ry  kind  might  yield. 
Of  good  found  food,  at  once  moil  fit 
For  purpofei  of  health  and  wit. 
Could  not  ambitious  Satire  reil. 
Content  with  what  Ihe  mig'it  digell  ? 


Xould 


THE      GHOST.  »31 

Cculd  file  not  feaft  on  things  of  ccurfe, 

A  Cbcjnplon,  or  a  Champion's  horfe  ? 

A  Champion's  hoi-/c — No,  better  fay, 

Tho'  better  figur'd  on  that  day — 

A  horfe,  v\hich  might  appear  to  us. 

Who  deal  in  rime,  a  Pegafus  ; 

A  rider,  who,  wlien  once  got  on. 

Might  pafs  for  a  Bellerophon, 

Dropt  on  a  fudden  from  the  fkiej. 

To  catch  and  fix  our  vvond'ring  eyes. 

To  witch,  with  wand  inllead  of  whip. 

The  world  with  ncble  horfemanfliip. 

To  twift  and  twine,  both  horfe  and  man. 

On  fuch  a  well-concerted  plan, 

'J  hat  Cetitaur-Yike,  when  all  was  done. 

We  fcarce  could  think  they  were  not  one  ? 

Could  file  not  to  our  itching  ears 

Bring  the  new  names  of  nen.v-coin'd  peers. 

Who  walk'd.  Nobility  forgot. 

With  flioulders  fitter  for  a  knot 

Than  robes  of  honour  ;  for  whofe  fake 

Heralds  in  form  were  forc'd  to  make. 

To  make,  becaufe  they  could  not  find. 

Great  predeceflbrs  to  their  mind? 

Could  fhe  not  (tho'  'tis  doubtful  fince 

Whether  h&  Piu77iber  is,  or  Prince) 

Tell  of  a  fimple  Knight's  advance 

To  be  a  doughty  Peer  of  France  ; 

Tell 
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Tell  how  he  did  a  Dukedom  gain. 
And  Robinfon  was  Aquitain  *  ; 
Tell  how  her  City-Chiefs  difgrac'd. 
Were  at  an  empty  table  plac'd  ? 
A  grofs  negleft,  which,  whilft  they  live. 
They  can't  forget,  and  won't  forgive  ; 
A  grofs  negleft  of  all  thofe  rights 
"Which  march  with  City  appetites  ; 
Of  all  thofe  canons,  which  we  find 
By  gluttony,  time  out  of  mind, 
Efiablifli'd  ;  which  they  ever  hold 
Dearer  than  any  thing  but  gold  : 

Thanks  to  my  flars — I  now  fee  fhore— 
Of  Courtiers,  and  of  Courts  no  more — 
Thus  iftumbling  on  my  City  friends. 
Blind  Chance  my  guide,  my  purpofe  bends 
In  line  diredl,  and  fhall  purfue 
The  point  which  I  had  firft  in  view. 
Nor  more  fhall  with  the  reader  fport. 
Till  I  have  feen  him  fafe  in  port. 
Hufh'd  be  each  fear — no  more  I  bear 
Thro'  the  wide  regions  of  the  air 
The  reader  terrified,  no  more 
Wild  Ocean's  horrid  paths  explore. 
Be  the  plain  track  from  henceforth  mine— 
Crofs-roads  to  Allen  f  I  refign — 

*  At  the  Coronation  Sir  Thomas  Robinfon  walked  as  t!ie 
reprefentative  of  the  Duke  of  Aquitain. 

f  Ralph  Alhn,  Efq.  of  Prior  Park,  near  Bath,  the  corref- 
pondent  of  Pope,  of  v,  horn  Allv/orthy  in  Tom  Jones  is  faid  to 
kare  been  the  rejprefentative, 

Allen, 
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Allen,  the  honour  of  this  nation, 

Allen,  himfelf  a  corporation, 

Allen,  of  late  notorious  grown 

For  writings  none,  or  all  his  own, 

Allen,  the  firft  of  lettered  men. 

Since  the  ^co^  Bifhcp  holds  his  pen, 

And  at  his  elbow  takes  his  fland 

To  mend  his  head,  snd  guide  his  hand. 

But  hold — once  more  DigreJJion  hence — 

Let  us  return  to  Common  Senje  ; 

The  car  of  Phoebus  I  difcharge. 

My  carriage  now  a  Lord-Mayor's  large, 

Suppofe  we  now— we  may  fuppofe 
In  verfe,  what  would  be  fm  in  profe— 
The  fky  with  darknefs  overfpread. 
And  ev'ry  ftar  retir'd  to  bed  ; 
The  gcw-gaw  robes  of  Pomp  and  Pride 
In  fome  dark  corner  thrown  afide  ; 
Great  Lords  and  Ladies  giving  way 
To  what  they  feem  to  fcorn  by  day. 
The  real  feelings  of  the  heart. 
And  Nature  taking  place  of  Art ; 
Dejire  triumphant  thro'  the  night. 
And  Brauty  panting  with  delight  ; 
Cbafiitjy  V/oman's  faireil  crown. 
Till  the  return  of  morn  laid  down. 
Then  to  be  worn  again  as  bright 
As  if  not  fullied  in  the  night  ; 
Dull  Ci:remo?7j,  bufmefs  o'er. 
Dreaming  in  form  at  Cottrell's  door  1 
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.S' 
Pi-ecaiition  trudging  all  about  % 

To  fee  the  candles  fafely  out,  \ 

Bearing  a  mighty  7nafler-key,  /!    J 

Habited  like  Oecanomy, 
Stamping  each  lock  with  triple  feals,  \    ( 

Mean  Av'rice  creeping  at  her  heels. 
Suppofe  we  too,  like  fheep  in  pen. 
The  Mayor  and  Court  of  Aldermen 
Within  their  barge,  which  thro'  the  deep. 
The  rowers  more  than  half  afleep, 
Mov'd  flow,  as  over-charg'd  with  ftate  ; 
Thames  groan'd  beneath  the  mighty  weight. 
And  felt  that  ban.vhle  heavier  far 
Than  a  whole  fleet  of  men  of  war. 
Sleep  o'er  each  well-known  faithful  head 
With  lib'ral  hand  his  poppies  fhed. 
Each  head,  by  DuUnefs  render'd  fit 
Sleep  and  his  empire  to  admit. 
Thro'  the  whole  pafTage  not  a  word. 
Not  one  faint,  weak,  half  found  was  heard  ; 
Sleep  had  prevail'd  to  overwhelm 
The  lleerfman  nodding  o'er  the  helm  ; 
The  rowers,  without  force  or  feill. 
Left  the  dull  barge  to  drive  at  will ; 
The  fluggifh  oars  fufpended  hung. 
And  even  Beardmore  *  held  his  tongue. 
Commerce,  regardful  of  a  freight 
On  which  depended  half  her  Slate, 

*  An  Attorney  and  Common-Council-Man,  fuppofed  to  have 
afforded  fome  asriftance  at  times  to  "  The  Monitor." 

Stepp'i 


THE       GHOST.  237 

Stepp'd  to  the  helm,  with  ready  hand 

Slie  fafely  clear'd  that  bank  of  fand, 

Where,  llranded,  our  Weil-country  fleet 

Delay  and  danger  often  meet ; 

Till  Neptune,  anxious  for  the  trade. 

Comes  in  full  tides,  and  brings  them  aid. 

Next  (for  the  Mufes  can  furvey 

Objcds  by  night  as  well  as  day. 

Nothing  prevents  their  taking  aim, 

Darknefs  and  light  to  them  the  fame) 

They  paft  that  building,  which  of  old 

^een-Mothen  was  defign'd  to  hold  ; 

At  prefent  a  mere  lodging-pen, 

A  palace  turn'd  into  a  den. 

To  barracks  turn'd,  and  foldiers  tread 

Where  Do^<vagers  have  laid  their  head. 

Why  fhould  we  mention  Surrey-Street, 

Where  ev'ry  week  grave  judges  meet. 

All  fitted  out  with  hum  and  ha. 

In  proper  form  to  drawl  out  law. 

To  fee  all  caufes  duly  tried 

'Twixt  knaves  who  drive,  and  fools  who  ride? 

Why  at  the  Temple  fliould  we  flay  ? 

What  of  the  Temple  dare  we  fay  ?  - 

A  dangerous  ground  we  tread  on  there. 

And  words  perhaps  rnay  adlions  bear. 

Where,  as  the  brethren  of  the  feas 

For  fares,  the  lawyers  ply  for  fees. 

What  of  that  Bridge,  moll  wifely  made 

To  ferve  the  purpofes  of  trade. 

In 
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In  the  preat  mart  of  all  this  nation. 

By  ftoppiug  up  the  navigation. 

And  to  that  fand-bank  adding  weight. 

Which  is  alrevidy  much  too  great  ? — 

What  of  that  Bridge,  which,  void  of  fenfe. 

But  well  fupplicd  with  impudence, 

Englijhtnen ,  knowing  not  the  Guild, 

Thought  they  might  h:ive  a  claim  to  build. 

Till  Paterfon,  as  white  as  milk. 

As  fmooth  as  oil,  as  foft  as  fiik. 

In  folemn  manner  had  decreed. 

That  on  the  other  fide  the  Tweed, 

Art,  born  and  bred,  and  fully  grown. 

Was  v/ith  one  Iviylne  *,  a  man  unknown. 

But  grace,  preferment,  and  renown 

Deferving,  juft  arriv'd  in  town; 

One  Mylne,  an  artilt  perfeft  quite. 

Both  in  his  own  and  country's-  right. 

As  fit  to  make  a  bridge,  as  he. 

With  glorious  Pata'vinily, 

To  build  infcriptions  worthy  found 

To  lie  for  ever  under  ground. 

Much  more,  worth  cbfcrvation  too. 
Was  this  a  feafon  to  purfue 
The  theme,  our  Mufe  might  tell  in  rime  ; 
The  will  fhe  hath,  but  not  the  time ; 
For,  fwift  as  fliaft  from  Indian  bow, 
(And  when  a  Goddefs  comes,  we  know. 


*  The  Architsa  of  Blackfriars  Bridge, 
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Sarpaffing  Nature  afts  prevail. 
And  boats  want  neither  oar  nor  fail) 
The  velTel  pail,  and  reach'd  the  fhore 
So  quick,  that  Thought  was  fcarce  before. 

Suppofe  we  now  our  City -Court 
Safely  deliver'd  at  the  port. 
And,  of  their  ftate  regardlefs  quite. 
Landed,  like  fmuggled  goods,  by  night  j 
The  folemn  Magiftrate  laid  down. 
The  dignity  of  robe  and  gown 
With  ev'ry  other  enfign  gone, 

Suppofe  the  woollen  night-cap  on  : 

T\\&ficjh-brufi  us'd  with  decent  ftate 

To  make  the  fpirits  circulate, 

(A  form,  which,  to  the  fenfes  true. 

The  liq'rifh  Chaplain  ufes  too, 

Tho',  fomething  to  improve  the  plan. 

He  takes  the  Maid  inftead  of  Man) 

Swath'd,  and  with  flannel  cover'd  o'er 

To  (hew  the  vigour  of  threefcore. 

The  vigour  of  threefcore  and  ten 

Above  the  proof  of  younger  men, 

Suppofe  the  mighty  Cullman  led 

Betwixt  two  flaves,  and  put  to  bed  ; 

Suppofe  the  moment  he  lies  down. 

No  miracle  in  this  great  town. 

The  drone  as  fall  afleep  as  he 

Muft  in  the  courfe  of  Nature  be. 

Who,  truth  for  our  foundation  take. 

When  up,  is  never  half  awake. 

There 
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There  let  him  fleep,  whilft  we  furvey 
The  preparations  for  the  day. 
That  day,  on  which  was  to  be  ftewn 
Court-pride  by  City-pride  outdone. 
The  jealous  mother  A^nds  away. 
As  only  fit  for  childiih  play. 
That  daughter,  who,  to  gall  her  pride. 
Shoots  up  too  forward  by  her  fide. 

The  -ojretch,  of  God  and  fvlan  accurs'dj 
Of  all  Hell's  inRruments  the  worll:. 
Draws  forth  his  pwajns,  and  for  the  day 
Struts  in  fome  fpendrhrift's  vain  array  ; 
Around  h's  aukward  doxy  fhine 
The  trcafurcs  of  Golconda's  mine  ; 
Each  neighbour,  with  a  jealous  glare. 

Beholds  her  folly  publifh'd  there. 
Garments,  well-fav'd  (an  anecdote 

Which  we  can  prove,  or  would  not  quote) 

Garments  well-fay'd,  which  firfl  were  made. 

When  taylors,  to  promote  thdr  trade, 

Againft  the  Pi^s  in  arms  arofe. 

And  drove  them  out,  or  made  them  cloaths ; 

Garments,  immortal,  without  end. 

Like  names,  and  titles,  which  defcend 

Succeffiv^ely  from  fire  to  fen  ; 

Garmefits,  unlefs  fome  work  is  done 

Of  note,  not  fuffer'd  to  appear 

'Bove  once  at  moil  in  ev'ry  year. 

Were  now,  in  folemn  form,  laid  bare 
To  take  the  benefit  of  air. 


And, 
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And,  ere  they  came  to  be  employ 'd 
On  this  folemnlty,  to  void 
That  fcent,  which  Ruilia's  leather  gave 
From  vile  and  impious  moth  to  fave. 

Each  head  was  bufy,  and  each  heart 
In  preparation  bore  a  part. 
Running  together  all  about. 
The  ftrvants  put  each  other  out. 
Till  the  grave  mailer  had  decreed, 
The  more  hajle,  e-ver  the  -cvor/e  /peed ; 
Mifs,  with  her  little  eyes  half-cIos"d, 
Over  a  fmuggled  toilet  dos'd  ; 
1  he  U  aiting-mciid,  whom  ftory  notes 
A  very  Scrub  in  petticoats, 
Hir'd  for  one  work,  but  doing  all. 
In  flumbers  lean'd  againft  the  wall  j 
Milliners,  fumnion'd  from  afar, 
Arriv'd  in  flioals  at  Temple-bar, 
Striclly  commanded  to  import 
Cart-loads  of  foppery  from  Court ; 
With  labour'd  vifible  dcfign 
Art  ftrove  to  ht  fujerbly  fin?  ; 
Nature,  mere  pleafing,  tho'  more  wild. 
Taught  otherwife  her  darling  child. 
And  cried,  with  fpirited  difdain. 
Be  H elegant  and  plain. 

Lo  !   from  the  chambers  of  the  Eaft, 
A  welcome  prelude  to  the  feai'-. 
In  fajj'ron-colour'' d  robe  array'd, 
Kigh  in  a  car  by  Vuxan  made. 

Vol.  LXVl.  R  Who 
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"Who  work'd  for  Jove  hlmfelf,  each  fteed 
High  mettled,  of  celeitial  breed, 
pawing  and  pacing  aii  the  way, 
Aurora  brought  the  wifn'd-for  day. 
And  held  her  empire,  till  out-run 
By  that  brave  jolly  groom  the  Sun. 

The  trumpet — hark  ! — It  fpeaks — It  {v.'ells 
The  loud  full  harmony — It  tells 
The  time  at  hand,  when  Ddiman,  led 
By  form,  his  Citizens  muli  head. 
And  march  thofe  troops,  which  at  his  call 
"Were  now  affembled,  to  Guihl-Hall, 
On  matters  of  importance  great 
To  Court  and  City,  Church  and  State. 

From  end  to  end  the  found  makes  way. 
All  hear  the  fignal  and  obey  ; 
But  Dullman,  v^ho,  his  charge  forgot. 
By  Morpheus  fetter 'd,  heard  it  net  ; 
Nor  could,  fo  found  he  flept  and  fall. 
Hear  any  trumpet,  but  the  laft. 

Crape,  ever  true  and  trufly  known. 
Stole  from  the  maid's  bed  to  Kis  own. 
Then  in  the  fpirituals  of  pride. 
Planted  hlmfelf  at  DuUman's  fide. 
Thrice  did  the  ever-  faithful  Have, 
With  voice  which  might  have  reach'd  the  grave. 
And  broke  death's  adamantine  chain, 
OnDuHman  call,  but  call'd  in  vain; 
Thrice  wiih  an  arm,  which  might  have  made 
The  Theban  boxer  curfe  his  trade. 

The 


THE      GHOST. 


H3 


The  drone  he  fhook,  who  rear'd  the  head. 

And  i/jn'ce  fell  backward  on  his  bed. 

^Vhat  could  be  done  ?  Where  force  hath  fail'd. 

Policy  often  hath  prevail'd  ; 

And  what,  an  inference  inofl  plain. 

Had  been.  Crape  thought  might  be  again. 

Under  bis  pillow  (ftill  in  mind 
The  proverb  kept,  FaJI  bind,  fafi  f.nd) 
Each  bleffed  night  the  keys  were  laid. 
Which  Crape  to  draw  away  afi'ay'd. 
What  not  the  pow'r  of  \'oice  or  arm 
Could  do,  this  did,  and  broke  the  charm  ; 
Quick  ftarted  he  with  ftupid  flare. 
For  all  his  lictle  foul  was  there. 

Eehold  him,  taken  up,  rubb'd  down. 
In  elbow-chair,  and  morning-gown  ; 
Behold  him,  in  his  latter  bloom, 
Stvipp'd,  Wc.ih'd,  and  fprinkied  with  pcrfuhie  ; 
Behold  him  bending  with  the  weight 
Of  robes  and  trumpery  of  ftate ; 
Eehold  him  (for  the  maxim's  true, 
Whate'er  we  by  another  do. 
We  do  ourfelves  ;  and  Chaplain  paid. 
Like  fiaves,  in  ev'ry  other  trade. 
Had  mutter'd  over  God  knows  what. 
Something  v/hich  he  by  heart  had  got) 
Having,  as  ufual,  faid  his  pray'rs. 
Go  titter  tetter  to  the  fiairs  ; 
Behold  him  for  defcent  prepare. 
With  one  foot  trembling  in  the  air  ; 

R  2  Hs 
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"Hcjiarts,  he  paii/es  on  the  brink. 
And,  hard  to  credit,  feems  to //>/;/-( ; 
Thro'  his  whole  train  (the  Chaplain  gave 
The  proper  cue  to  ev'ry  flave) 
At  once,  as  with  infection  caught, 
Y.?i<:hjlarted,  paused,   and  ai?7i\i  at  thought ; 
He  turns,  and  they  turn  ;  big  with  care. 
He  waddles  to  his  elbow-chair. 
Squats  down,  and,  filent  for  a  leaibn. 
At  lall:  with  Crape  begins  to  reaiou  : 
But  firft  of  all  he  made  a  fign 
That  ev'ry  foul,  but  the  Di'-oine, 
Should  quit  the  room  ;  in  him,  he  knows. 
He  may  all  confidence  repofe. 

Crape — the'  I'm  yet  not  quite  awake- 
Before  this  awful  ftcp  I  take. 
On  v.'hich  my  future  all  depends, 
I  ought  to  know  my  foes  and  friends. 
By  foes  and  friends,  obferve  me  ftiii, 
I  mean  not  thofe  who  well  or  ill 
Perhaps  may  wifh  me,  but  thcfe  who 
Have  't  in  their  power  to  do  it  too. 
Now  if,  attentive  to  the  State, 
In  too  much  hurry  to  be  great. 
Or  thro'  much  zeal,  a  motive.  Crape, 
Deferving  praife,  into  a  fcrape 
I,  like  a  fool,  am  got,  no  doubt, 
I,  like  a  wife  man,  iliould  get  cut. 
Not  that,  remark  without  replies, 
I  lay  that  to  get  out  is  wife. 


Or, 
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(■)r,  by  the  A'ery  felf-fame  rule 
I'hat  to  get  in  was  like  a  fool : 
The  marrow  of  this  argument 
Mull  wholly  reft  on  the  event  ; 
And  therefore,  which  is  really  hard, 
Againft  events  too  I  mull  guard. 

Should  things  continue  as  tlxcy  fiand. 
And  Bute  prevail  thro'  all  the  land 
Without  a  rival,  by  his  aid. 
My  fortunes  in  a  trice  are  made  ; 
Nay,  honours  on  my  zeal  may  fmile. 
And  ftamp  me  Earl  of  fome  great  ille  : 
But  if,  a  matter  of  much  doubt. 
The  prefent  Minifter  goes  out. 
Fain  would  I  know  on  what  pretext 
1  can  ftand  fairly  with  the  next  ? 
For  as  my  aim  at  ev'ry  hour 
Is  to  be  v.'ell  with  thofe  in  pow'r. 
And  my  material  point  of  view, 
Whoever's  in,  to  be  in  too, 
I  Ihould  not,  like  a  blockhead,  chufe 
To  gain  the/e  fo  as  thofe  to  lofe  : 
'Tis  good  in  ev'ry  cafe,  you  know. 
To  have  two  ftrings  unto  our  bow. 

As  one  in  wonder  loft.  Crape  view'd 
His  Lord,  who  thus  his  fpeech  purfu'd. 

This,  my  good  Crape,  is  my  grand  pointy 
And  as  th'j  times  are  out  of  joint. 
The  greater  caution  is  requir'd 
To  bring  about  tiie  point  delir'd. 

R  3  What 
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What  I  would  wifh  to  bring  about. 
Cannot  admit  a  moment's  doubt ; 
The  matter  in  difpute,  you  know. 
Is  what  we  call  the  qiiomodo. 
That  be  thy  ta(k. — The  rifx'Vf'/z^  flave. 
Becoming  in  a  moment  grave, 
Fix'd  to  the  ground  and  rooted  flood, 
Juft  like  a  man  cut  out  of  wood  ; 
Such  as  we  fee  (without  the  leaft 
Reflection  glancing  on  the  Prieft) 
One  or  more,  planted  up  and  down, 
Almoft  in  ev'ry  church  in  town  : 
He  Hood  feme  minutes;  then,  like  one 
Who  wifh'd  the  matter  might  be  done. 
But  could  not  do  it,  fhook  his  head. 
And  thus  the  Man  of  Sorrow  faid  : 

Hard  is  this  tafc,  too  hard  I  fwear. 
By  much  too  hard  for  me  to  bear  ; 
Beyond  expreilion  hard  my  part, 
Could  mighty  Dullman  fee  my  heart, 
When  he,  alas  !   makes   known  a  will. 
Which  Crape's  not  able  to  fulfil. 
Was  ever  my  obedience  barr'd 
By  any  trifling  nice  regard 
To  Senfe  and  Honour  ?  Could  I  reach 
Thy  meaning  without  help  of  fpeech. 
At  the  urft  motion  of  thy  eye 
Did  not  thy  faithfal  creature  fly  ? 
•  Have  I  not  i'A\,  not  what  I  cuglit, 
•£a-t  what  by  earthly  mailer  taught  ? 


Did 
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Did  I  e'er  weigh,  thro'  duty  ftrong. 
In  thy  great  biddings,  right  and  wrong  ? 
Did  ever  iut'rell,  to  whom  thou 
Can'fl:  not  with  more  devotion  bow. 
Warp  my  found  faith,  or  will  of  mine 
In  contradiiSiion  run  to  thine  ? 
Have  I  not,  at  thy  table  plac'd. 
When  bufmefs  call'd  aloud  for  hade. 
Torn  myfelf  thence,  yet  never  heard 
To  utter  one  complaining  word. 
And  had,  till  thy  great  work  was  done. 
All  appetites  as  having  none  ? 
Hard  is  it,  this  great  plan  purfu'd 
Of  voluntary  fervitude ; 
Purfu'd  without  or  lliame  or  fear. 
Thro'  the  great  circle  of  the  year ; 
Now  to  receive,  in  this  grand  hour. 
Commands  which  lie  beyond  my  pow'r ; 
Commands  which  bafHe  all  my  fkill. 
And  leave  me  nothing  but  my  will  : 
Be  that  accepted  ;  let  my  Lord 
Indulgence  to  his  flave  alTord  ; 
This  tafjc,  for  my  poor  ftrength  unfit. 
Will  yield  to  none  but  Dullman's  wit. 

With  fuch  grofs  incenfe  gratified. 
And  turning  up  the  lip  of  pride. 
Poor  Crape— and  fncok  his  empty  head — 
Poor  pu'z.-ztcd  Crape,  wife  Dullman  faid. 
Of  judgment  weak,  of  fenfe  confin'd. 
For  things  of  lower  note  defign'd, 

R  4  For 
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For  things  within  the  vulgar  reach. 
To  run  of  errands,  and  to  preach. 
Well  haft  thou  judg'd,  tliat  heads  like  mine 
Cannot  want  help  from  heads  like  thine  ; 
Well  hall  thou  judg'd  th)felf  unmeet 
Of  fuch  high  argument  to  treat  ; 
'  Twas  but  to  try  thee  that  I  fpoke. 
And  all  I  faid  was  but  a  joke. 

Nor  think  a  joke.  Crape,  a  difgrace 
Or  to  my  perfon,  or  my  place  ; 
The  wifeft  of  the  fons  of  men 
Have  deign'd  to  ufe  them  novv'  and  then  : 
The  only  caution,  do  you  fee. 
Demanded  by  our  dignity. 
From  common  ufe  and  men  exempt. 
Is,  that  they  may  not  breed  co!:itempt. 
Great  ufe  they  have,  v/hen  in  the  hands 
Of  one,   like,  me,  who  underftands ; 
Who  underllands  the  time  and  place. 
The  pcrfons,  manner,  and  the  grace. 
Which  fools  ncgleft  ;  fo  that  we  find. 
If  all  the  requilites  are  join'd. 
From  whence  a  perfeiil:  joke  muA  fpring, 
A  joke's  a  very  ferious  thing. 

But  to  our  bufmefs— My  defign. 
Which  gave  fo  r6ugh  a  iliock  to  thine. 
To  m.y  capacity  is  made 
As  ready  as  a  fraud  in  trade. 
Which  like  broad-cloth,  I  can,  with  eafe. 
Cut  out  in  any  fnape  I  pleale. 


Scrrie, 
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.S"o;;;;',  in  my- circumftancc.  Tome  tew. 
Aye,  and  thoie  men  of  genius  too, 
Good  men,  who,  without  love  or  hate. 
Whether  they  early  rife  or  late, 
V/ith  names  uncrack'd,  and  credit  found. 
Rife  warth  a  hundred  thoufand  pound. 
By  threadbare  ways  and  means  would  try 
I'o  bear  their  point  ;  fo  will  not  I. 
New  methods  (hall  my  wifdom  find 
To  fait  thefe  matters  to  my  mind. 
So  that  the  infidels  at  court. 
Who  make  our  City  Wits  their  fport. 
Shall  hail  the  honours  of  my  reign. 
And  own  that  DuUman  bears  a  brain. 

Some,  in  my  place,  to  gain  their  ends. 
Would  give  relations  up,  and  friends  ; 
Would  lend  a  wife,  who  they  might  fwear 
Safely,  was  none  the  worfe  for  wear  ; 
Would  fee  a  daughter,  yet  a  maid. 
Into  a  Statefman's  arms  betray'd  ; 
Nay,  fhould  the  girl  prove  coy,  nor  know 
V/hat  daughters  to  a  father  owe. 
Sooner  than  fchemes  fo  nobly  jjlann'd 
Should  fail,  themfelves  would  lend  a  hand  ; 
Would  vote  on  one  fide,  whilii  a  brother. 
Properly  taught,  would  vote  on  t'  other; 
\Vould  ev'ry  petty  band  forget ; 
The  public  eye  be  with  one  fet. 
In  private  with  a /i'fo;.'^  herd. 
And  be  by  pro.w  with  a  third ', 

Would 
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Would  (like  SiShieen,  of  whom  I  read 
The  other  day — her  name  is  fled — 
In  a  book  (where,  together  bound, 
Whittington  and  his  Cat  I  found, 
A  tale  moft  true,  and  free  from  art. 
Which  all  Lord-Mayors  Ihould  have  by  heart) 
A  ^ecn  (O  might  thofe  days  begin 
Afrefli  when  Queens  would  learn  to  fpin) 
Who  wrought,  and  wrought,  but  for  fome  plot. 
The  caufe  of  which  I've  now  forgot. 
During  the  ab fence  of  the  fun 
Undid  what  fhe  by  day  had  done) 
Whilll:  they  a  double  vifage  wear. 
What's  fworn  by  day,  by  night  unfwear. 
Such  be  their  arts,  and  fuch  perchance 
May  happily  their  ends  advance  : 
From  a  new  fyftcm  tiiine  fliall  fpring, 
A  Lccu7n-Tentns  is  the  thing. 
That's  your  true  plan.— To  obligate 
The  prefent  Miniilers  of  State, 
yiy  fbadovj  fnall  our  Court  approach. 
And  bear  my  pow'r,  and  have  my  coach  j 
My  fncjlate  ccach,  fuperh  to  view, 
A  fine  fiate  ccach,  and  paid  for  too  ; 
To  curry  favour,  and  the  grace 
Obtain,  of  thofe  who're  out  of  place  : 
In  the  mean  time  /—that's  to  iay  — 
/  proper,  7  myitXi—hcre  fiay. 

But  hold— perhaps  unto  the  nation. 
Who  hate  the  Scot's  adrainiilraticn. 


To 
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To  lend,  my  coach  may  feem  to  be 

Declaring  for  the  Miniftry  ; 

For  where  the  City-coacli  is,  there 

Is  the  true  effence  of  the  Mayor  : 

Therefore  (for  wife  men  are  intent 

Evils  at  diiiance  to  prevent, 

Whilll  fools  the  evils  lirft  endure. 

And  then  are  plagu'd  to  feek  a  care) 

No  coach — a  horfe — and  free  from  fear 

To  make  our  Deputy  appear. 

Fall  on  his  back  ihail  he  be  tied. 

With  two  grooms  marching  by  his  fide  : 

Then  for  a  ho-j'e— th.ro'  all  the  land. 

To  head  our  foiemn  City-band, 

Can  any  one  (o  fit  be  found. 

As  he,  who  in  ArtiWry-groindt 

Without  a  rider,  noble  fight. 

Led  on  our  braveft  troops  to  f  ght. 

But  firll.  Crape,  fr^r  my  honour's  fake, 
A  tender  point,   enquiry  make 
About  that  horfcy  if  the  difpute 
Is  ended,  or  is  Itill  in  fuit. 
For  whilll  a  caufe  (obferve  this-plan 
Of  jufrlce)  whether  hcrfs  or  rnan 
The  parties  be,  remains  in  doubt. 
Till  'tis  determin'd  cut  and  out. 
That  pow'r  mud:  tyranny  appear, 
Wiiich  (hould,  pre-jvJging,  interfere. 
And  weak  faint  judges  over-awe 

To  bias  the  free  courfc-  of  lav/. 

Yob 
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You  have  my  will — now  quickly  run. 
And  take  care  that  my  will  be  done. 
In  public.  Crape,  you  muft  appear, 
.Whilft  I  in  privacy  fit  here  ; 
Here  fhall  great  Dullman  fit  alone. 
Making  this  elbow-chair  my  throne. 
And  you,  performing  what  I  bid, 
■Do  all,  as  if  I  nothing  did. 

Crape  heard,  and  fpeeded  on  his  way  ; 
With  him  to  hear  was  to  obey. 
Not  without  trouble,  be  aflur'd, 
A  proper  proxy  was  procur'd 
To  ferve  fuch  infamous  intent. 
And  fuch  a  Lord  to  reprefent  ; 
Nor  could  one  have  been  found  at  all 
On  t'  other  fide  of  London-n.valL 

The  trumpet  founds  — folemn  and  flow- 
Behold  the  grand  proceffion  go. 
All  moving  on,  cat  after  kind. 
As  if  for  motion  ne'er  defign'd. 

Ccnjlablcs,  whom  the  laws  admit 
To  keep  the  peace  by  breaking  it : 
Beadles,  who  hold  the  fecond  place 
By  virtue  of  a  filver  mace. 
Which  ev'ry  Saturday  is  drawn. 
For  ufe  of  Sunday,  out  of  pawn  ; 
Treafurers,  who  with  empty  key 
Secure  an  empty  Treafury  ; 
Church-Mar  dens,  who  their  courfe  purfuc 
In  the  fame  ftate,  as  to  their  pew 

Church- 
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Cbiirchivardeiis  of  Saint  Margaret  go. 
Since  Peirfon  taught  them  pride  and  fliow. 
Who  in  lliort  traniient  pomp  appear. 
Like  Ahnanacks  chang'd  ev'ry  year. 
Behind  whom,  with  unbroken  locks. 
Charity  carries  the  Poor''s  Box, 
Not  knowing  that  with  private  keys 
They  ope  and  fhut  it  when  they  pleafe  ; 
0-ver/eers,  who  by  frauds  cnfure 
The  heavy  curfes  of  the  poor; 
Uncleati  came  flocking,  Bulls  and  Bears, 
Like  beaits  into  the  ark,  by  pairs. 

Portentous  flaming  in  the  van 
Stalk'd  the  ProfeJJor  Sheridan  ; 
A  man  of  wire,  a  mere  Pantiney 
A  downright  animal  machine. 
He  knows  alone  in  proper  mode 
How  to  take  vengeance  on  an  Ode, 
And  how  to  butcher  Ammon's  fon 
And  poor  Jack  Dryden  both  in  one. 
On  all  occaflons  next  the  Chair 
He  fl:ands  for  fervice  of  the  Mayor, 
And  to  inftruft  him  how  to  ufe 
His  fl's  and  /''s,  and  />'s  and  ^'s.- 
O'er  letters,  into  tatters  worn, 
O^erjyllables,  defac'd  and  torn. 
O'er  words  disjointed,  and  o'er /c:ife 
Left  deftitute  of  all  defence. 
He  llrides,  and  all  the  way  he  goes. 
Wades,  deep  in  blood,  o'er  Cri/s-Crofs-Rovjs , 

Before 
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Before  him,  ev'ry  Covfonant 
In  agonies  is  feen  to  pant ; 
Behind,  in  forms  not  to  be  known. 
The  ghoits  of  tortur'd  Vo~mcIs  groan. 

Next  Hart  and  Duke,  well  worthy  grace 
And  City  favour,   came  in  place. 
No  cliildren  can  their  toils  engage. 
Their  toils  are'  turn'd  to  rev'rcnd  age. 
V/hen  a  Court-Dajne,  to  grace  his  brows 
Refolv'd,  is  wed  to  City  fpoufe. 
Their  aid  with  Madam'' s  aid  mull  join 
The  aukward  dotard  to  refine. 
And  teach,  whence  trueft  glory  flow.s, 
Gra-ue  Sixty  to  turn  out  his  toes. 
Each  bore  in  hand  a  kit,  and  each 
To  fhew  how  fit  he  was  to  teach 
A  Cit,  an  Alderjnan,  a  Mayor, 
Led  in  a  Ihing  a  dancing  bear. 

Since  the  revival  of  Flngal, 
Cuftom,  and  Culiom's  all  in  all. 
Commands  that  we  Ihould  have  regard. 
On  all  high  feafons,  to  the  Bard. 
Great  acts  like  thefe,  by  vulgar  tongue 
Profan'd,  fhould  not  be  faid,  but  fung. 
This  place  to  fill,  renown'd  in  fame. 
The  high  and  mighty  Lockman  *  came  ; 

*  John  Lcckman,  Secretary  to  the  Britini  Herring  FLIierv. 
Author  of  many  iorgctcen  rcer.is,  and  Tianflator  of  I'^ivcral  woik» 
from  the  French. 

And, 
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And,  ne'er  forgot  in  Dullman's  reign. 

With  proper  order  to  maintain 

The  tmifonnity  of  pride, 

brought  brother  Whitehead  by  his  fide. 

On  horfe,  who  proudly  paw'd  the  ground. 
And  call  his  fiery  eye-balls  round. 
Snorting,  and  champing  the  rude  bit. 
As  if,  for  warlike  purpofe  fit. 
His  high  and  gen'rous  blood  difdain'd 
To  be  for  fports  and  pauimes  rcin'd. 
Great  Dymock,  in  his  glorious  llation. 
Paraded  at  the  Coronation. 
Not  fo  our  City  Dymock  came. 
Heavy,  difpiriced,  and  tame  ; 
No  mark  of  fenfe,  his  eyes  half-clos'd. 
He  on  a  mighty  dray -horfe  doz'd. 
Fate  never  could  a  horfe  provide 
So  fit  for  fuch  a  man  to  ride  ; 
Nor  find  a  man,  with  ftrideft  care. 
So  fit  for  fuch  a  horfe  to  bear. 
Hung  round  with  inftruments  of  death. 
The  fight  of  him  v.'ould  flop  the  breath 
Of  braggart  Cowardice,  and  make 
The  very  Court  Dra-ivcanjir  quake. 
With  dirks,  which,  in  the  hands  of  fpite. 
Do  their  damn'd  bufineis  in  the  night. 
From  Scotland  fent,  but  here  difplay'd 
Only  to  fill  up  the  parade  ; 
'Wi'Ca.  fvjords,  unfiefli'd,  of  maiden  hue. 
Which  rage  or  valour  never  drew  ; 

With 
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With  blunderbuffes,  taught  to  ride. 
Like  pocket-pijiols,  by  his  fide. 
In  girdle  ftuck,  he  feem'd  to  be 
A  little  moving  annory. 
One  thing  much  wanting  to  complete 
The  fight,  and  make  a  perfeft  treat. 
Was,  that  the  horfe  (a  ccurtcfy 
In  horfes  found  of  high  degree) 
Inflead  of  go'\r\^  for-ojard  on. 
All  the  way  backward  ^onXil  have  gone. 
Horfes^  unlefs  they  breeding  lack. 
Some  fcruple  make  to  turn  their  back, 
Tho'  riders,  which  plain  truth  declares. 
No  fcrupis  make  of  turning  theirs. 
Far,  far  apart  from  all  the  rcU, 
Fit  only  for  a  franding  jelt. 
The  independent  (can  you  get 
A  better  fuited  epithet) 
The  independent  Amyand  came. 
All  burning  with  the  facred  flame 
Of  Liberty,  which  well  he  knows 
On  the  great  Hock  of  Slav'ry  growj. 
Like  fparrow,  who,  depriv'd  of  mate 
Snatch'd  by  the  cruel  hand  of  Fate, 
From  fpray  to  fpray  no  more  will  hop, 
But  fits  alone  on  the   houfe-top. 
Or  like  himfelf,  when  all  alone 
At  Croydon,  he  was  heard  to  groan. 
Lifting  both  hands  in  the  defence 
Of  Interelt  and   Conimor.-Senl'e ; 
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Mth  hands,  for  as  no  other  man 
Adopted  and  purfu'd  his  plan. 
The  /^//-hand  had  been  lonefome  quite, 
J  f  he  had  not  held  up  the  n'gi>t. 
Apart  he  came,  and  fix'd  his  eyes 
With  rapture  on  a  djftant  prize. 
On  which  in  letters  worthy  note. 
There  "  Twenty  Thoufand  Pounds"  was  wrote  :  : 
Falie  trap,  for  credit  fapp'd  is  found 
By  getting  twenty  thoufand  pound. 
Nav,  look  not  thus  on  me,  and  ilare, . 
Doubting  the  certain iv.—Tj  fw.-ar 
In  fuch  a  cafe  I  fliould  be  loth— 
But  Perry  Cuft  *  may  take  his  oath. 
In  plain  and  dfcent  garb  array 'd. 
With  the  prim  quaker  Fraud  came  Trade  ;  , 
Connivance,  to  improve  the  plan. 
Habited  like  ■j...'Juty-7nan, 
Judging  as  intcreft  prevails. 
Came  next  with, mealures,  weights,  andfcaksj; 
Extortion  next,  of  hellifh  race, 
A  cub  moft  dfunn'd,  to  Ihew  his  face 
Forbid  by  fear,  but  not  by  fhame, 
Turn'd  to  a  Jc-m,  like  -  came  ; 

Corruption,  Midas-like,  behold 
Turning  whate'er  flie  tcuch'd  to  gold  ;  , 
Impotence  led  by  Luft,  and  Pride 
Strutting  with  Ponton  by  her  fide ; 

*  Ses  North  Erlton,  Vol.  III.  . 
YCL.  LXVI.  S  Hypocrify, 
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Hypocrlfy,  demure  and  fad. 

In  garments  of  the  Friefthood  clad. 

So  well  difguis'd,  that  you  might  fwcar^. 

Deceiv'd,  n  very  Priefl:  was  there  ; 

Bankruptcy,  full  of  eafe  and  health. 

And  wallowing  in  ivell-fa-u'd  wealth. 

Cams  fneering  thro'  a  rijin'd  band. 

And  bringing  B in  her  hands 

Viftory  hanging  down  her  he?.d. 

Was  by  a  Highland  fcailion  led  ; 

Peace,  cloath'd  in  fables,  with  a  face 

Which  witnefs'd  fcnfe  of  hi;ge  difgrace,. 

Which  fpake  a  deep  and  rooted  fl-iame- 

Eoth  of  herfelf  and  of  her  name. 

Mourning  creeps  on,  and  hlufliing  feels 

War,  grim  War  treading  on  her  heels  j  . 

Pale  Credit,  fhaken  by  the  arts 

Of  men  with  bad  heads  and  worfe  hearts,. 

Taking  no  notice  of  a  band 

Which  near  her  were  ordain'd  to  fland. 

Well  nigh  deftroy'd  by  fickly  fit, 

Look'd  willful  all  around  for  Pitt  ; 

Freedom— at  that  moft  hallow'd  name 

My  fpirits  mount  into  a  flame, 

Kach  pulfe  beats  high,  aiid  each  nerve  urains 

fen  to  the  cracking  ;  thro*  my  veins 

The  tides  of  life  more  rapid  riin,. 

And  tell  nie  I  am  Freeiom's  fon — 

Freedom  came  next,  but  fcarce  was  feen. 

When  the  ^.y,  which  appeared  ferene 


Arid 
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And  gay  before,  was  overcaft ;  ^".^  ^""""^^^  .'{IhaoqxH 
Horror  be^rode  a /brcigfi  blaft,  ,,  .     .        .    .     ^' 

And  from  the  pr //on  of  the  North, 
1  0  Freedom  deadly,  llorms  burfl  forth. 

A  car  like  thofe,  in  which,  we're  toM,  > 
Gur  wild  forefathers  warr'd  of  old. 
Loaded  with  death, .  iix  horfes  bear 
Thro'  the  blank  region  of  the  air. 
Too  fierce  for  time  or  art  to  tame. 
They  pour'd  forth  mingled  fmoke  and  flame 
From  their  wide  noilriis  j  ev'ry  fteed 
Was  of  that  ancient  fsvage  breed 
V/hich  fell  Geryon  nr-rs'd ;  their  food 
Tne  fleOi  of  man,  their  drink  his  blood.  - 

On  the  firfl  horfes,  ill-match'd  pair, 
Ihts  fat  and  Ikek,  thai  lean  and  bai-c. 
Came  iU-match'd  riders  fide  by  fide. 
And  Poverty  was  yok'd  with  Pride. 
Union  moil  ftrange  it  miul:  appear,. 
Till  ether  unions  make  it  clear. 

Next,  in  the  gall  of  bitternefs. 
With  rage,  which  words  can  ill  exprefs, , 
W^ith  unforgiving  rage,  which  Iprings 
From  a  falle  zeal  for  holy  things. 
Wearing  fach  robes  as  proplicts  v/ear,,- 
Falfe  prophets  plac'd  in  Peter's  chair  ; 
On  which,  in  characters  of  fire,  ■ 
Sin  pes  antic,  horrible  and  dire, . 
Imvoven  fiam'd  ;  where,  to  the  view,  .■ 
In  groups  appear  d  a  rabble  crew 

s  a.  a 
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Of  fainted  devils,  where  all  round 

Vile  reliques  of  vile  men  were  found. 

Who,  worfe  than  devils,  from  the  birth. 

Perform'd  the  work  of  hell  on  earth, 

yugglers,  Inquijitcrs,   and  Popes, 

Pointing  at  axes,  nxiheels,   and  ropes. 

And  engines,  fram'd  on  horrid  plan. 

Which  none  but  the  deftroyer  Man 

Could,  to  promote  his  fclfilh  views,- 

Have  heads  to  make,  or  hearts  to  ufe  %-. 

Bearing,  to  confecrate  her  tricks. 

In  her  left-hand  a  Crucifix, 

Remembrance  of  our  dying  Lord, 

And  in  her  right  a  t^vo-edg'd  j-j:crd  ; 

Having  her  brews,  in  impious  fport, 

Adorn'd  with  words  of  high  iaipor'.:. 

On  earth  Peace,  cimcngji  men,  Gcod-will,- 

Love  bearing,  z.vA  forbearing  flill, 
^U  wrote  in  the  heart'' s-hlood  of  thofe 
Who  rather  death  than  falihocd  chofe  j 
On  her  breaft   (where,  in  days  of  ycre, 
V/hen  God  lov'd  Jenvs,  the  Kigh-pricfl  wore 
Thofe  oracles.  Which  were  decreed 
'I''  inilrufl  and  guide  the  chofen  feed) 
Having  with  glory  clad  and  jlrengch. 
The  \'irgLn  piclur'd  at  fiJl  iengih, 
VvTii-H  at  her  feet,  in  fmall  pourtray'd. 
As  fcarce  worth  notice,  Chriit  was  laid  ; 
Came  Superftition,  fierce  and  fell. 
An  imp  detertcd;^  t'en  in  Lcli  ; 

Her 
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'Her  eye  inflam'd,  her  face  all  o'er 
.Toully  befmear'd  with  human  gore. 
O'er  heaps  of  mangled  Saints  flie  rode  ; 
Faft  at  her  Ticels  Death  proudly  (Ircdc, 
And  grimly  fmii'd,  well-pleas'd  to  fee 
Such  havock  of  mortality. 

Clofe  by  her  fi.de,  en  mifchief  bent. 
And  urging  on  each  bad  intent 
To  its  full  bearing,  favage,  wild. 
The  mother  fit  of  fuch  a  child. 
Striving  the  empire  to  advance 
Of  fin  and  death,  came  Ignorance. 

With  looks,  where  dread  command  wasplac'd. 
And  fov'reign  pow'r  by  pride  difgrac'd. 
Where  loudly  witnefTmg  a  mind 
'Of  fivage  more  than  human  kind. 
Net  chuiin^  to  be  lov'd,  but  fear'J, 
-Mocking  at  right,  Mifiule  appear'd. 

With  eyeballs  glaring  fiery  red 
Enc  ugh  to  ftrike  beholders  dead, 
Gnalhing  his  teeth,  and  in  a  flood 
Pouring  corruption  forth  and  blood 
Prom  his  chaf 'd  jaws  ;  without  remorfe 
Whipping,  and  fpurring  on  his  horfe, 
''Whofe  fides,  in  their  own  blood  embav'd- 
E'en  to  the  bone  were  open  laid. 
Came  Tyranny  ;  difdaining  awe. 
And  trampling  over  Ssfije  ar.d  Lazv. 
One  thing  and  only  one  he  knew,  ^  .) 

One  objjd  only  would  pui  ir.?,  itfiou  q^aix  ni^ 

b   t:  Tho' 
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Tho'  Icfs  (fo  low  doth  paffion  bring) 
-Than  man,  he  would  be  more  than  King. 

With  ev'ry  argument  and  art 
Which  might  corrupt  the  head  and  heart, 
•Soothing  the  frenzy  of  his  mind. 
Companion  meet,  was  Flatt'ry  join'd. 
Winning  his  carriage,  ev'ry  look 
Employ'd,  whilil  it  conceal'd  a  hook  j 
W^iien  fimple  moft,  mofr  to  be  fear'd  ; 
•  Moll:  crafty  when  no  craft  appear'd  ; 
His  tales  no  man  like  him  could  tell ; 
His  words,  which  melted  as  they  feil. 
Might  e'en  a  hypocrite  deceive. 
And  make  an  infidel  believe, 
Vv^'antonly  cheating  o'er  and  o'er 
Thofe  who  had  cheated  been  before  : 
Such  Flatt'ry  came  in  evil  hour, 
Pois'ning  the  royal  ear  of  pow'r. 
And,  grown  by  proJlHution  great. 
Would  be  iirlc  Miniftcr  of  btate. 

Within  the  chariot,  all  alone, 
Kigh  feated  on  a  kind  of  throne. 
With  pebbles  grac'd,  a  figure  came. 
Whom  JulHce  would,  but  dare  not,  name* 
Kard  times  Vv'hen  Juflice,  without  fear, 
juare  not  bring  forth  to  public  ear 
The  names  of  thofe,  who  dare  offend 
'Gainft  Juflice,  and  pervert  her  end  : 
But,  if  the  Pilufe  afford  me  grace, 
Defcription  Ihal!  fi.ipply  the  place. 


'•In 
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In  foreign  garments  he  was  clad  :  !''f  'orfT 

•Sage  ermine  o'er  the  glofly  plaid  A'V 

Call  rev'rcnd  honour ;  on  his  heart. 
Wrought  by  the  curious  hand  of  art, 
■  In  lilver  wrought,  and  brighter  far 
Than  heav'njy  or  than  earthly  ftar. 
Shone  a  White  Ro/e,  the  emblem  dear 
^Of  him  he  ever  mufl  revere  ; 
Of  that  dread  Lord,  who  with  his  hofl 

Of  faithful  native  rebels  loil. 

Like  thofa  bls.ck  fpirits  doom'd  to  hell. 

At  once  from  pow'r  and  virtue  fell  ; 

Around  his  plouded  brows  was  plac'd 

A  bonnet,  mofi  fuperbly  grac'd 

With  mighty  th'files,  nor  forgot 

The  facred  motto.  Touch  me  not. 
In  the  right-hand  a  fword  he  bore 

Harder  than  adamant,  and  more 

•Fatal  than  vv'inds,  which  from  the  moutk 

Of  the  rough  North  invade  the  South  : 

The  reeking  blade  to  view  prefents 

The  blood  of  helplefs  innocents  ; 

And  on  the  hilt,  as  meek  become 

As  lambs  before  the  fhearers  dumb. 

With  downcall  eye,  and  folemn  fliow 

Of  deep  unutterable  woe. 
Mourning  the  time  when  Freedom  reigp.'d. 
Fall  to  a  rock  v/as  JaiHce  chain'd. 
In  his  left  hand,  in  wax  impreft. 
With  beils  ar.d-gev/gavvs  idly_  dr^rt, 

S  4"  ■"  An 
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An  image,  caft  in  baby  mould. 
He  held,  and  feem'd  o'erjoy'd  to  hold. 
On  this  he  fix'd  his  eyes,  to  .this 
Bowing  he  gave  the  loyal  kifs. 
And,  for  rebellion  fully,  ripe, 
Seem'd  to  defire  the  Antitype. 
What  if  to  that  Pretenderh  foes 
Kis' greatnefs,  nay,  his  life  he  owes. 
Shall  common  obligations  bind. 
And  Ibake  his  conllancy  of  mind  r 
Scorning  fuch  weak  and  petty  chains, 
.  Faithful  to  James  he  ftill  remains, 
Tho'  he  the  friend  of  George  appear  : 
Dijjjmulat-di^s  Virtue  here. 

Jealous  and  mean,  he  vvith  a  frown 
Would  awe,  and  keep  all  merit  down. 
Nor  would  to  Truth  and  Jullice  bend, 
Ualels  out-bullied  by  \\\%  friend  : 
Irave  with  the  coward,  with  the  brave 
He  is  liimfelfxr.  coward  fiave  ; 
Aw'd  by  his  fjars,  \vz  has  no  heart 
To  take  a  great  and  open  part; 
Tviines  in  a  Jubtle  train  he  fprings, 
^•ind,.  fecret,  faps  the  ears  of  kings ; 
Bat  not  e'en  tliere.-cominues  firm 
'Gainll:  the  rcuilance  of  a  worm  : 
Born  in  -a  country,  ivhcre  the  ixill 
Of  one  is  luu:-  to  all,  he  ilill 
Retain'd  ih'  iiilection,  vvith  full  ain-;. 
To  fprcad  it  vvh£re,fcc'jer-hs[-Ganic  : 


'Freedom 


freedom  he  iated,  •  La-w  ^eM^'"^  "'  ^"  ''^''''"  "'^ 
T:ie  proftitate  of  povv'r  and  pride  ^fl  ^^  ;^^'/  '^ 
^axv  he  with  cafe  explains  away,  '^  ^  "^^  ""^  ^'^^  "^ 
And  leads  bewilder'd  Senfe  aftray-'  ^^^^  ^^  SaiwoH 
Much  to  the  credit  of  his  brain  '^^'"^'^^^  ^°^  ^^"^ 
•Puzzles  the  caufe -he  can't  mainta'rnr'''^  "^^  "^"^'"^ 
Proceeds  on  molt  familiar  grounds,  /Z^^,- 

And,  where- he.,  can't  con  vii^ce,  confounds.;  *   '' 

Talents  of  ra^-^ii:  itamp  and  fize. 
To  Nature  falfe,  he  milapplies. 
And  turns  to  poifcn  what  was  fcnt 
For  purpofes  of  noariihment. 
-  Palcmfs,  not  fuch  as  on  his  wings 
The  me/fenger  of  ficknefs  bring's, 
But  fueh  as  takes  its  coward  rile 
Prom  confcious  bafenefs,  ccnfcicus  vice, 
O'erfpread  his  cheek.<=  ;  Difdain  and  F>L, 
To  upftart  fortunes  ever  tied, 
■Scowi'd  on  his  brow;  within  his  eye, 
•InhJicus,  lurking  like  a  fpy 
To  Caution  principled  by  Fear, 
Net  daring  open  to  appear, 
Lodg'd  covert  M^fchief;  PaJIo^  hung 
■  On  h:s  lip  quiv'rir}.g  ;  on  his  tongue 
Fra,:d dwelt  at  large;  within  his  brcait  '■''' 

Ail  that  makes  Villain  found  a  ncft. 
All  that,  on  hell's,  compleateft  plan, 
E'er  join'd  to  damn  the  heart  of  man. 

Soon  as  the  car  rcach'd  land,  he  role,  ^ 

And  With  a  look  v/Jiich  might  have  froze 

The 
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The  heart's  beft  blood,  which  was  enough. 

Had  hearts  been  made  of  llerner  fluff 

In  cities  than  elfewhere,  to  make 

The  very  ftouteft  quail  and  quake. 

He  call:  his  baleful  eyes  around. 

-Fix'd  without  motion  to  the  ground. 

Pear  waiting  on  furprize,  all  flood. 

And  horror  chill'd  their  curdled  blood : 

/No  more  they  thought  of  pomp,  no  more 

.(For  they  had  feen  his  face  before) 

Of  L^-xu  they  thought;  the  caufe  forgot. 

Whether  it  was  or  Ghofl,  or  Plot, 

Which  drew  them  there.     They  all  flood  more 

Like  llatues  tlian  they  were  before. 

What  could  be  done  ?  Could  art,  could  force- 
Or  both  direft  a  proper  courfe 
To  make  this  favage  monfler  tame. 
Or  fend  him  back  the  way  he  came  ? 
What  neither  art,  nor  force,  nor  both 
"Could  do,  aXc/v/of  foreign  growth, 
A  Lord  to  that  bafe  wretch  allied 

In  country,  not  in  vice  and  pride, 

Effcfted  :  from  the  felf-fame  land, 

(Bad  news  for  our  blafphcming  band 

Of  fcribblers,  but  deferving  note) 

The  poifon  came,  and  antidote. 

Abafh'd  the  monfler  hung  his  head ; 

And  like  an  empty  vifion  fled  ; 

His  train,  like  virgin  fnows  which  run, 

Kifs'd  by  the  burning  bawdy  fun. 


To 
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To  lovcuck  ill-cams,  diffolv'd  in  air  ; 
Joy,  who  from  ablence  feem'd  more  fair. 
Came  fmiling,  freed  from  ilaviQi  awe  ; 
■Loyalty,  Liberty,  and  Law, 
Impatient  of  the  galling  chain. 
And  yoke  of  pow'r,  refum'd  their  reign,; 
And  burning  with  the  glorious  flame 
Of  public  virtue,  Mansfield  came. 


i'D     OF      TKS      CnOST- 
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GRACE  faid  in  form,  which  Sceptics-mufl  agree* 
When  they  are  told  that  grace  was  faid  by  me  ; 
'J  he  fervants  gone,  to  break  the  fcurvy  jefl 
■On  the  proud  landlord,  and  his  thread-bare  gueft  ; 
The  King  gone  round,  my  Lady  too  withdrawn. 
My  Lord,  in  ufual  tafte,  began  to  yawn. 
And  lolling  backward  in  his  elbow-chair. 
With  an  infipid  kind  of  flupid  ftare. 
Picking  his  teeth,  twirling  his  feals  about— 
Churchill,  you  have  a  poein  coming  ©at. 
You've  my  beft  wilhes ;  but  I  really  fear 
Your  Mufe  in  general  is  too  fcvere  ; 
iler  fpirit  feems  her  int'relt  to  oppofe, 
And  where  fhe  makes  one  friend,  makes  twenty  fee?. 
C.  Your  Lcrdiliip's  fears  are  julr,  I  feel  their  forces 
But  only  feel  it  as  a  thing  of  courfe. 
'i"hc  man  whofe  hardy  fpirit  Ihall  engnge 
I'o  lafh  the  vices  of  a  guilty  age, 
At  his  ftrii  fetting  forward  ought  to  know. 
That  ev'ry  rogue  he  meets  mult  be  his  foe-j  >'^n  u 
That  th'e  rude  breath  of  fatire  vviil  provoke^''^''^''*'  ■ 
Many  who  feel,  and  more  who  fear  the  ftroke. 

But 
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But  (hall  the  partial  rage  of  felfifli  men 
Prom  ftubborn  jufticc  wrench  the  righteous  pen. 
Or  fhall  I  not  my  fettled  courfe  purfue, 
Eecaufe  my  foes  are  foes  to  Virtue  too  ? 

L.  What  is  this  boafted  Virtue,  taught  in  Schools^, 
And  idly  drawn  from  antiquated  rules  ? 
What  is  her  ufe  }  Point  out  one  wholefome  end  : 
Will  {he  hurt  foes,  or  can  (he  make  a  friend? 
When  from  long  falls  fierce  appetites  arife, , 
Can  this  fame  Virtue  llifle  Nature's  cries  ?  ? 

Can  fne  the  pittance  of  a  meal  afford. 
Or  bid  thee  welcome  to  one  great  man's  board  ? 
When  northern  winds  the  rough  December  arm 
With  froll;  and  fnow,  can  Virtue  keep  thee  warm  ? 
Can'll  thou  difmifs  the  hard  unfeeling  dun 
Barely,  by  faying.  Thou  art  Virtue's  fon  ? 
Or  by  bafe  blund'ring  flatefmen  fent  to  jail. 
Will  Mansfield  take  this  Virtue  for  thy.  bail  ? 
Believe  it  not,  the  name  is  in  difgrace. 
Virtue  and  Temple  now  are  out  of  place. 

Quit  then  this  meteor,  whofe  delufive  ray 
From  wealth  and  honour  leads  thee  far  allray. . 
True  Virtue  means,  let  Reafon  ufe  her  eyes. 
Nothing  with  fools,  and  int'reft  with  the  vvife. 
Would'ft  thou  be  great,  her  patronage  difclaim. 
Nor  madly  triumph  in  fo  mean  a  name  : 
Let  nobler  wreaths  thy  happy  brows  adorn. 
And  leave  to  Virtue  poyerty.  and  fcprn., 
Let  Prudence  be  thy  guide  }  who  doth  no]t.|inG,'9f^  :,-: 

How  ftldom  Piudence  c;in  with,  Virtue  go i*  o.i/-    !'ih'J 

To 
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To  be  fuccefjful  try  thy  utmoft  force. 
And  Virtue  foUovvs  as  a  thing  of  courfe. 

Hirco,  who  knows  not  Hirco?  ftains  the  bed 
Of  thit  kind  mailer  who  flrfl:  gave  him  bread,. 
Scatters  the  feeds  of  difcord  thro'  the  land. 
Breaks  ev'ry  public,  ev'ry  private  band. 
Beholds  with  joy.  a  trifling  frieftd  undone. 
Betrays  a  brother,  and  would  cheat  a  fon  : 
What  mortal  in  his  fenfes  can  endure 
The  name  of  Hirco,  for  the  wretch  is  poor  ! 
*'  Let  him  hang,  drown,  ftarve,  on  a  dunghill  rot, 
"  By  all  deteitcdlive,  and  die  forgot ; 
"  Let  him,  a  poor  return,  in  ev'ry  breath 
*'  Feel  all  death's  pains,  yet  be  whole  years  in  death,'* 
Is  now  the  gen'ral  cry  we  all  purfue: 
Let  Fortune  change,  and  Prudence  changes  too; 
Supple  and  pliant  a  new  fytteln  feels. 
Throws  up  her  cap,  and  Ipaniels  at  his  heels ; 
Long  live  great  Kirco,  cries,  by  int'reil  taught. 
And  let  his  xoes,  tho'  I  prove  one,  be  nought. 

C.  Peace  to  fuch  men,  if  fuch  men  can  have  peace, . 
Let  their  pofleffions,  let  their  ftate  increafe  ; 
Let  their  bafe  fervices  in  Courts  llrike  root. 
And  in  the  feafon  bring  forth  goldf  n  fruit ; 
1  eavy  rot :  let  thofe  v>'ho  have  the  iVill, 
And,  with  fo  little  fpirit,  fo  much  fkill. 
With  fuch  vile  inllruments  their  forrunes  carve  ; 
Rogues  m.ay  grow  fat,  an  honeft  man  dares  ftarv^ev- 

L.  Thefe  fiaie  conceits  thrown  off,  let  us  adva'rice 
For  once  to  real  life,  and  ouis  romance. 

Starve  ! 
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Starve!  pretty  talking  !  but.  I  fain  would  view 
That  man,  that  honeft  man,  would  do  it  too. 
Hence  to  yon  mountain  which  outbraves  the  fky, 
And  dart  from  pole  to  pole  thy  llrengthen'd  eye,. 
Thro'  all  that  fpace  you  fhall  not  view  one  man,. 
Not  one,  who  dares  to  ad.  on  fuch  a  plan. 
Gowards  in  calms  will  fay,  what  in  a  florm 
The  brave  will  tremble  at,  and  not  perform. 
Thine  be  the  proof,  and,  fpite  of  all  you've  faid,.  , 
You'd  give  your  honour  for  a  cruft  of  bread. 

C.  What  proof  might  do,  what  hunger  might  effect. 
What  famiili'd  Nature,  looking  with  negleft 
On  all  fhe  once  held  dear,  what  fear,  at  iirifs 
With  fainting  Virtue  for  the  means  of  life,. 
Might  make  this  coward  flefli,.  in  love  with  breath, 
Shudd'ring  at  pain,  and  fnrinking  back  from  death. 
In  treafon  to  my  foul,  defcend  to  bear, 
Trufting  to  Fate,  I  neither  know  nor  care. 

Once,  at  this  hour  thofe  wounds  afrelb  I  feel. 
Which  nor  profperity  nor  time  can  heal, 
Thofe  wounds,  which  Fate  i^\  ercly  hath  decreed, 
Mention'd  or  thought  of,  mail  for  ever  bleed, 
Thofe  wounds,  which  humbled  all  that  pride  of  man. 
Which  brings  fuch  mighty  aid  to  Virtue's  plan  ; 
Once,  aw'd  by  Fortune's  moil  opprefiive  frown. 
By  legal  rapine  to  the  earth  bow'd  dov.n. 
My  credit  at  laft  gafp,  my  Hate  undone. 
Trembling  to  meet  the  Ihock  I  could  not  fliun, 
^'irtue  gave  ground,  and  black  defpair  prevail'd  ; 
Sinking  bencuth  ths  ftorm,  my  fpirits  fail'd. 

Like 
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Like  Peter's  faith  ;  'till  one,  a  friend  indeed. 

May  all  diftrefs  find  fuch  in  time  of  need. 

One  kind  good  man,  in  aft,  in  word,  in  thought, , 

By  ^^irtue  guided,  and  by.Wifdom  taught. 

Image  of.  him  whom  ChrLftians  Ihould  adore, 

Stretch'd  forth  hiahand,  and  brought  me  fafe  to  {hore. 

Since,  by  good  fortune  into  notice  rais'd. 
And  for  fome  little  merit  largely  prais'd, 
Indulg'd  in  fwerving  from  prudential  .rules. 
Hated  by  rogues, , and  .notbelov^'d  by  fools, 
Piac'd  above  want,  fliaU  abjedt  thir-ll  of  wealth  . 
So  fiercely  war  'gainft  my  foul's  deareil  health. 
That,  asaboon,  I  fnould.bafe  Ihackles  crave. 
And,  born  to  freedom,  make. royfelf  a  Have; 

That  I  .fliould  in  the  train  of  thcfe  appear, 

Wkom  Honour  cannot  love,  nor  Manhood  fear  ?  "- 
That  I  no  longer  ikulk  from  ilreet  to  llreet,  , 

Afraid  left  duns  aflail,  and  bailiffs  meet  j 

That  I  f::c.ni  place  to  place  this  carcafe  bear,  . 

Walk  forth  at  large,  and  wander  free  as  air  ; 

That  lino  longer  dread  the  aukward  friend, 

Whofe  very  obligations  mull  cliend. 

Nor,  all  too  forward,  with  impatience  burn,  . 

At  fufF'ring  favours  which  I  can't  return  ; 

That,  from  dependence  and  from  pride  fecure,  . 

I  am  not  plac'd  fo  high  to  fcorn  the  poor. 

Nor  yet  {o  low,  that  I  my  Lord  ihould  fear. 

Or  hefitate  to  give  him  fneer  for  fneer ; 

That,  whilft  fage  Prudence  my  purfuits  confirms, 

1  can  enjoy  the  world  on  equal  terms ; 

That, 
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That,  kind  to  others,  to  myfelf  moil  true. 

Feeling  no  want,  I  comfort  thoi'e  who  do. 

And  with  the  v/ill  have  power  to  aid  dillreli  : 

Thefe,  and  what  other  bleflings  I  pofiefs. 

From  tlie  indulgence  of  the  Public  rife ; 

Ali  priA-ate  patronage  my  foul  defies. 

}]y  candour  more  inclin'd  to  fave,  than  damn, 

A  gen'rous  Public  made  me  what  I  am. 

All  that  I  have,  they  gave  ;  juii:  Mem'ry  bears 

The  grateful  ftamp,  and  what  I  am  is  theirs. 

L.  To  feign  a  red-hot  zeal  for  Freedom';^  caufe. 
To  mouth  aloud  for  liberties  and  law.s. 
For  public  good  to  bellow  all  abroad. 
Serves  v/eil  the  purpofcs  cf  private  fraud. 
Prudence  by  public  good  intends  her  own  ; 
Jf  you  mean  otherwife,  you  ftand  a'one. .    . 
What  do  we  mean  by  Country  and  by  Courti  ' 
What  is  it  to  Oppofe,  what  to  Support?' 
Mere  v/ords  of  courfe,  and  what  is  more  abfard 
Than  to  pay  homage  to  an  empty  word? 
Pv'lajors  and  Minors  ditrer  but  in  name. 
Patriots  and  Minifiers  are  muchtlie  fime  ; 
The  only  difference,  after  all  their  roue. 
Is,  that  the  one  is  /.'?,  the  ether  o^.''. 

Explore  the  dark-  receffes  of  the  rmiiiEdi 
In  the  foul's  honeft  volume  read  mankind. 
And  ov;n,  in  wife  and  fimple,  great  and  fmall. 
The  fame  grand  leading  principle  in  all. 
Whate'er  we  talk  of  wifdom  to  the  v.'ifi;. 
Of  goodnefs  to  tlie  good,  of  public  ties 

Vol.  LXVI.  T  Which 
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"Which  to  our  country  link,  ot  private  ba.nds 

Which  claim  moft  dear  attention  at  our  hands. 

For  parent  and  for  child,  for  wife  and  friend. 

Our  firil  great  Mover,  and  our  I  all:  great  End, 

Js  one,  and,  by  whatever  name  we  call 

The  ruling  tyrant.  Self  is  all  in  all. 

This,  which  unwilHng  Faction  fhall  admit. 

Guided  in  difF'rent  ways  a  Bute  and  Pitt, 

Made  Tyrants  break,  made  Kings  obferve  the  law. 

And  gave  the  world  a  Stuart  and  NafTau. 

Hath  Nature  (ftrange  and  wild  conceit  of  pride) 
Dillinguilh'd  thee  from  all  her  fons  befide  ? 
Doth  virtue  in  thy  boibm  brighter  glow. 
Or  from  a  fpring  more  pure  doth  action  flow  ? 
Is  not  thy  foul  bound  with  thole  very  chains 
Which  fnackle  us  ;  or  is  that  Self,  which  reigns 
O'er  kings  and  beggars,  which  in  all  we  fee 
Moft  firong  and  fov'reign,  only  weak  in  thee  ? 
Fond  man,  believe  it  not ;  experience  tells 
'Tis  not  thy  virtue,  but  thy  pride  rebels. 
Think  (and  for  once  lay  by  thy  lawlefs  pen) 
Tiiink,  and  confefs  thyfelf  like  other  men  ; 
Think  but  one  hour,  and,  to  thy  confcience  led 
By  Rcafon's  hand,  bow  down  and  hang  thy  head ; 
Think  on  thy  private  life,  recal  thy  youth. 
View  thyfelf  now,  and  own  with  firicteft  truth, 
1  hat  Self  hath  drawn.,  thee  from  fair  Virtue's  way 
Farther  than  f  oily  v\ould  have  dar'd  to  Itray, 
And  that  ihe'talents  lib'ral  Nature  gave 
To  make  thee  free,  have  made  thee  more  a  fi:;ve. 
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Quit  then,  in  prudence  quit,  that  idle  train 
Of  toys,  which  have  fo  long  abus'd  thy  brain. 
And  captive  led  thy  pow'rs  ;  with  boundlefs  will 
Let  Self  maintain  her  Hate  and  empire  ftill. 
But  let  her,  with  more  worthy  objects  cauo-ht. 
Strain  all  the  faculties  and  force  of  thought 
To  things  of  higher  daring ;  let  her  range 
Thro'  better  paitures,  and  learn  how  to  change  j 
Let  her,  no  longer  to  weak  faftion  tied. 
Wifely  revolt,  and  join  cur  fcronger  fide. 

C.  Ah. !  what,  my  Lord,  hath  private  life  to  do 
With  things  of  public  nature  ?  Why  to  view 
Would  you  thus  cruelly  thofs  fcenes  unfold. 
Which,  without  pain  and  horror  to  behold. 
Mult  fpeak  me  fomething  more  or  leis  than  man  ; 
Which  friends  may.  pardon,  but  I  never  can  ? 
Look  back  !  a  thought  which  borders  on  defpair,  . 
Which  human  nature  muft,  yet  cannot  bear. 
'Tis  not  the  babbling  cf  a  bufy  world. 
Where  praife  and  cenfure  are  at  random  hurl'd. 
Which  can  the  meanelt  of  my  thoughts  ccntroal, , 
Or  fhake  one  fettled  purpofe  of  my  foul. 
Free  and  at  large  might  their  wild  curfss  roam,  , 
If  all,  if  all,  alas  !  were  well  at  home. 
No — 'tis  the  tale  which  angry  Confcience  tells,  , 
When  fne  with  more  than  tragic  horror  fwells 
Each  circumftancc  of  guilt ;  v/hen  ftern,  but  true,  , 
She  brings  bad  actions  forth  into  review  ; 
And,  like  the  dread  hand-writing  on  the  wall. 
Bids  late  Remorfe  awake  at  Reafon's  call  j 

T  2  Arm'd 
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Arm'd  at  aH  pcints  bids  fcorpion  Vengeance  pafs. 
And  to  the  mind  liolds  up  Pr.eflednon's  {^lafs  ; 
The  mind,  which  Ikrtuig,  heaves  the  heart-felt  groan. 
And  hates  that  form  (he  knows  to  be  her  own. 

Enough  of  this — let  private  forrows  reft — 
As  to  the  Public  I  dare  ftand  the  teft ; 
Dare  proudly  bcaft,  1  feel  no  wilh  above 
The  good  of  England,  and  my  Country's  love. 
Stranger  to  party-rage,  by  Reafon's  voice, 
Unerr  ng  guide,  diredted  in  my  choice. 
Not  all  the  tyrant  pow'rs  of  earth  combin'd. 
No,  nor  of  hell,  iha\\  make  me  change  my  mind. 
What  1  herd  with  men  my  honeft  foul  difdains. 
Men  who,  with  fervile  zeal,  are  forging  chains 
For  Freedom's  neck,  and  lend  a  helping  hand. 
To  fpread  defirudtion  o'er  m.y  native  land. 
V/hat !   (hall  I  not,  e'en  to  my  lateft  breath, 
}n  the  full  face  of  danger  and  of  death. 
Exert  that  little  ftrength  which  Nature  gave. 
And  boldly  ftem,  or  perifli  in  the  wave  ? 

L.  When  I  look  backward  for  fome  fifty  years. 
And  fee  protejling  Patriots  turn  to  Peers  ; 
Hear  men,  m.olt  loofe,  for  decency  declaim. 
And  talk  of  charadler  without  a  name  ; 
See  inftdels  affert  the  caufe  of  God, 
And  meek  Divines  wield  perfecuticn's  rod  ; 
See  men  transform'd  to  brutes,  and  brutes  to  men. 
See  Whitehead  *  take  a  place,  f  Ralph  change  his  pen, 

*  Paut  Whiteliead. 

f  James  Ralph.     Sec  Lore!  ?,!elccnibc's  "Diary." 

•     •  I  meek 


THE      CONFERENCE.  «77 

I  mock  the  zeal,  and  deem  the  men  in  fport, 
"v^'ho  rail  at  Minifters,  and  curfe  a  Court. 
Thee,  haughty  as  thou  art,  and  proud  in  rime. 
Shall  fome  preferment,  ofFer'd  at  a  time 
When  Virtue  fleeps,  fome  facrifice  to  pride. 
Or  fome  fair  vidim,  move  to  change  thy  fide. 
Thee  fhall  thefe  eyes  behold,  to  health  rellor'd, 
Ufmg,  as  Prudence  bids,  bold  Satire's  fword. 
Galling  thy  prefent  friends,  and  praifmg  thofe. 
Whom  now  thy  frenzy  holds  thy  greatefl  foes. 

C  May  I   (c.in  worfe  diigrace  on  manhood  fall  ?) 
Be  born  a  Whitehead,  and  baptiz'd  a  Paul ; 
May  I   (tho'  to  his  fervicc  deeply  tied 
By  facred  oaths,  and  now  by  will  allied) 
With  falfe  feign'd  zeal  an  injur'd  God  defend, 
/\nd  ufe  Ms  name  for  fome  bafe  private  end  ; 
May  1  (that  thought  bids  double  horrors  roll 
O'er  my  fick  fpirits,  and  unmans  my  foul) 
Ruin  the  virtue  which  I  held  mofl  dear. 
And  fLill  mull  hold  ;  may  J,  thro'  abjeft  fear. 
Betray  my  friend  ;  may  to  fucceeding  times, 
Engrav'd  on  plates  of  adamant,  my  crimes 
Stand  blazing  forth,  wlrilil  m.ark'd  with  envious  blot. 
Each  little  act  of  virtue  is  forgot  ; 
Of  all  thofe  evils  which,  to  llamp  men  curs'd, 
Kell  keeps  in  ftore  for  vengeance,  .may  the  word 
Light  on  my  head,  and  in  my  day  of  v/oe. 
To  mals.e  the  cup  of  bitternefs  o'erflow, 
Iviay  I  be  fcorn'd  by  ev'ry  man  of  worth. 
Wander,  like  Cain,  a  vagabond  on  earth, 

T  3  Bearing 
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Bearing  about  a  hell  in  my  own  mind. 

Or  be  to  Scotland  for  my  life  confin'd,  • 

If  I  am  one  among  the  many  known. 

Whom  Shelburne  fled,  and  Calcraft  blufli'd  to  own. 

L.  Do  you  refle(5l  what  men  you  make  your  foes  ? 

C.  I  do,  and  that's  the  reafon  I  oppofe. 
:  Friends  I  have  made,  whom  Envy  muft  commend, 
.But  not  one  foe,  whom  I  would  willi  a  friend. 
What  if  ten  thoufand  Bates  and  Hollands  bawl, 
.One  Wilkes  hathitiade  a  large  am.ends  for  all. 

'Tis  not  the  title,  whether  handed  down 
From  age  to  age,  or  flowing  from  the  crown 
In  copious  llreams  on- recent  men,  v/ho  came 
From  flcms  unknown,  and  fires  without  a  name:; 
'Tis  not  K^zfiar,  which  our  great  Edward  gave 
To  mark  the  virtuous,  and  reward  the  brave, 
,BIazing  without,  vvhilit  a  bafe  heart  within 
Is  rotten  to  the  core  with  filth  and  fin  ; 
'Tis  not  the  tinfel  grandeur,  taught  to  wait. 
At  cuftom's  call,  to  mark  a  fool  of  fiate 
,From  fools  of  lefTer  note,  that  foul  can  awe 
Whofe  pride  is  E-eafon,  v^hcfe  defence  is  Law. 

L.  Suppofe  (a  thing  fcarce  poffibie  in  art, 
W'ere  it  thv  cue  to  plav.a  common  part ;) 
Suppofe  thy  writings  fo  weJlfenc'd  in  law. 
That  Norton  *  cannot  Hnd,  nor  make  a  flaw, 
.JHail  thou  not  heard,  that  'mongft  our  ancient  tribes, 
,By  party  vvarpt,  or  lull'd  afleep  by  bribes, 

*  Sir  El^'tchtr  Norton,  Attorney- General. 

Or 
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Or  trembling  at  the  ruffian  hand  of  Force, 

Law  hath  fufpended  flood,  or  chang'd  its  courfe  ? 

Art  thou  aflur'd,  that,  for  deftruftion  ripe. 

Thou  may'ft  not  fmart  beneath  the  felf-fame  gripe  ? 

What  fan£lion  haft  thou,  frantic  in  thy  rimes. 

Thy  life,  thy  freedom  to  fecure  ? 

C.  The  times. 
'Tis  not  on  la\v>  a  fyftem  great  and  good. 
By  wifdom  penn'd,  and  bought  by  noblell  blood. 
My  faith  relies  :  by  wicked  men  and  vain. 
Law,  once  abus'd,  may  be  abus'd  again. — 
No,  on  our  great  Law-giver  I  depend. 
Who  knov/s  and  guides  her  to  her  proper  end  ; 
Whofe  royalty  of  nature  blazes  out 
So  fierce,  'twere  fm  to  entertain  a  doubt- 
Did  tyrant  Stuarts  now  the  laws  difpenfe, 
(Bleft  be  the  hour  and  hand  which  fent  them  hence) 
For  fomething,  or  for  nothing,  for  a  word. 
Or  thought,  I  might  be  doom'd  to  death,  imhcnni. 
Life  we  might  all  refign  to  lawlefs  pow'r. 
Nor  think  it  worth  the  purchafe  of  an  hour ; 
But  Envy  ne'er  fhall  fix  fo  fouLa  ftain 
On  the  fair  annals  of  a  BrunAvick's  reign. 
If,  ilave  to  party,  to  revenge,  or  pride. 
If,  by  frail  human  error  drawn  afide, 
1  break  the  Law,  itrict  rigour  let  her  v.^ear ; 
'  ris  hsr's  to  punifh,  and  'tis  mine  to  bear ; 
Nor  by  the  voice  of  Juflice  doom'd  to  death. 
Would  1  a&  mercy  with  my  latell  breath. 

T  4  But, 
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But,  anxious  only  for  my  Country's  good. 
In  which  my  King's,  of  courfe,  is  underftood  ; 
Form'd  on  a  plan  with  fonie  few  patiiot  friends, 
Whilft  by  juft  means  I  aim  at  noblelt  ends. 
My  fpirits  cannot  fmk  ;  tho'  from  the  tomb 
Stern  Jeffries  fcould  be  plac'd  in  Mansfield's  room; 
Tho'  he  fhould  bring,  his  bafe  defigns  to  aid. 
Seme  black  Attorney ,  for  his  purpofe  made. 
And  fl-iove,  whiirt  Decency  and  Law  retreat. 
The  modeit  Norton  from  his  maiden  feat  ; 
Tho'  both,  in  ill  confed'rates,  ihould  agree. 
In  damned  league,  to  torture  law  and  me, 
Whilll  George  is  King,  I  cannot  fear  endure ; 
Not  to  bp  guilty,  is  to  be  fecure. 

But  when,  in  after-times,  (be  far  remov'd 
That  day)  our  monarch,  glorious  and  belov'd, 
.-Sleeps  with  his  fathers,  fhould  imperious  Fate, 
In. vengeance,  with  frefa  Stuarts  curfe  our  Hate  ; 
Should  they,  o'ei'leaping  ev'ry  fence  of  law. 
Butcher  the  brave  to  keep  tame  fools  in  awe  ; 
Should  they,  by  brutal  and  oppreffive  force. 
Divert  fweet  Juflice  from  her  even  courfe ; 
Should  they,  of  ev'ry  ccher  means  bereft. 
Make  my  right-hand  a  witnefs  'gainft  my  left ; 
Should  they,  abroad  by  Inquisitions  taught. 
Search  out  my  foul,  and  damn  me  for  a  thought ; 
Still  would  I  keep  my  courfe,  liill  fpeak,  Itiil  write, 
'Till  death  had  plung'd  me  in  the  Ihades  of  night. 

Thou  God  of  Truth,  thou  great,  all-fearching  eye. 
To  whom  cur  thoughts,  our  fpirits  open  lie. 

Grant 
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Grant  nic  thy  ftrengtli,  and  in  that  needful  hour, 
(Should  it  e'er  come)  when  Law  fubmits  to  Pow'r, 
"With  iirm  refolve  my  fteady  bofom  Itecl, 
Bravely  to  fufier,  tho'  I  deeply  feel. 

Let  me,  as  hitherto,  IHII  draw  my  breath. 
In  love  with  life,  but  not  in  fe^r.  of  death  ; 
And,  if  "Oppreff.on  brings  me  to  the  grave. 
And  marks  mc  dead,  ihe  ne'er  Ihall  mark  a  fiave. 
Let  no  unworthy  marks  of  grief  be  heard. 
No  wild  laments,  not  one  unfeemly  word  ; 
Let  fober  triumphs  wait  upon  my  bier, 
1  v/on't  forgive  that  friend  who  drops  one  tear. 
Whether  he's  ravilli'd  in  life's  early  morn. 
Or,  in  old  age,  drops  like  an  ear  of  corn, 
Full  ripe  he  falls,  on  Nature's  nobleft  plan. 
Who  lives  to  Reafon,  and  who  dies  a  Man. 


.END    OF    THE     CONFERENCE. 
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ACCURS'D  the  man,  whom  Fate  ordains  in  fpite. 
And  cruel  parents  teach,  to  Read  and  Write  ! 
What  need  of  letters  ?  Wherefore  fhould  we  fpell? 
Why  write  cur  names  ?   A  mark  will  do  as  well. 

Much  are  the  precious  hours  of  youth  mif-fpent. 
In  climbing  Learning's  rugged  fteep  afcent } 
When  to  the  top  the  bold  advent'rer's  get. 
He  reigns,  vain  monarch,  o'er  a  barren  fpot, 
Whilll  in  the  'valc  of  Ignorance  below. 
Folly  and  Vice  to  rank  luxuriance  grow  ; 
Honours  and  wealth  pour  in  on  ev'ry  fide. 
And  proud  Preferment  rolls  her  golden  tide. 

O'er  crabbed  authors  life's  gay  prime  to  wafle. 
To  cramp  wild  genius  in  the  chains  of  tafte. 
To  bear  the  flavifli  drudgery  of  fchools. 
And  tamely  ftoop  to  ev'ry  pedant's  rules. 
For  feven  long  years  debarr'd  of  lib'ral  eafe. 
To  plod  in  college  trammels  to  degree: ^ 
Beneath  the  weight  of  folemn  toys  to  groan. 
Sleep  over  books,  and  leave  mankind  unknown  ; 
To  praife  each  fenior  blockhead's  thread-birc  tale. 
And  laugh  till  reafon  blulh,  and  fpirits  fail. 

Manhood 
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Manhood  with  vile  fubmifiion  to  difgracc. 
And  cap  the  fool,  wholb  merit  is  his  place  ; 
Vice-Chancellors,  whofe  knowledge  is  but  fraall. 
And  Chancellors,  who  nothing  know  at  all : 
Ill-brook'd  the  gen'rous  fpirit  in  thofe  days 
When  learning  was  the  certain  road  to  praife. 
When  nobles,  with  a  love  of  fcience  blefs'd, 
Approv'd  in  others  what  themfelves  poffefs'd. 

But  //cTx-,  when  DuUnefs  rears  aloft  her  throne. 
When  Lordly  vaffals  her  wide  empire  own. 
When  Wit,  feduc'd  by  Envy,  ftarts  afide. 
And  bafely  leagues  with  Ignorance  and  pride. 
What  noiv  fhould  tempt  us,  by  falfe  hopes  mifled. 
Learning's  unfafliionable  paths  to  tread  ; 
To  bear  thofe  labours,  which  our  fathers  bore, 
"^J'hat  crown  with-held,  which  they  in  triumph  wore  ? 

When  with  much  pains  this  boafted  learning's  got, 
'Tis  an  affront  to  thofe  who  have  it  not. 
In  fome  it  caufes  hate,  in  others  fear, 
Inflrufts  our  foes  to  rail,  our  friends  to  fneer. 
With  prudent  hafte  the  worldly-minded  fool 
.Forgets  the  little  which  he  iearn'd  at  fchool ; 
The  elder  brother,  to  vaft  fortur.es  born, 
.Looks  on  all  fcience  with  an  eye  of  fcorn  ; 
Dependent  brethren  the  fame  features  v/ear. 
And  younger  fons  are  llnpid  as  the  heir. 
In  Senates,  at  the  Bar,  in  Church  and  State, 
Genius  is  vile,  and  Learning  out  of  date. 

Is  this — O  death  to  think  !  is  this  the  land 
Where  Merit  and  Reward  went  hand  in  hand, 

Whert 
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Where  heroes,  parerit-KKe,  the  Poet  viev/'d. 

By  whom  they  faw  their  glonous  deeds  renew'd  ; 

Where  Poets,  true  to  honour,  tun'd  then"  lavs. 

And  by  their  patrons  fandify'd  their  praife  ? 

Is  this  the  land,  where,  on  our  Spenfer's  tongue, 

Enamour'd  of  his  voice,  defcription  hung  ; 

Where  Jonfon  rigid  gravity  beguil'd, 

Whilll  Pvcafon  thro'  her  critic  fences  fmil'd ; 

Where  Nature  lift'ning  flood,  whilll:  Shakefpeare  play'd. 

And  wonder'd  at  the  work  herfelf  had  made  ? 

Is  this  the  land,  where,  mindful  of  her  charge 

And  office  high,  fair  Freedom  walk'd  at  large  ; 

Where,  finding  in  our  laws  a  fare  defence. 

She  mock'd  at  all  reftraints,  but  thofe  of  fenfe  ; 

Where  Health  and  Honour  trooping  by  her  fide. 

She  fpread  her  facred  empire  far  and  wide  ; 

Pointed  the  way  Afflidlion  to  beguile. 

And  bade  the  face  cf  Sorrow  wear  a  fmilc  ; 

Bade  thofe,  who  dare  obey  the  gen'rous  call. 

Enjoy  her  bleffings,  which  God  meant  for  all  ? 

Is  this  the  land,  where  in  fome  tyrant's  reign. 

When  a  -TL-cak,  n.\:icked,  minijlerial  train. 

The  tools  of  pow'r,  the  Haves  of  int'reft,  plann'd 

Their  Country's  ruin,  and  with  bribes  unman'd 

Thofe  wretches,   who,  ordain'd  in  Freedom's  caufe. 

Gave  up  their  liberties,  and  fold  our  laws  ; 

When  Pow'r  was  taught  by  py'leannefs  where  to  'gQ, 

Nor  dar'd  to  love  the  virtue  of  a  foe  ; 

When,  like  a  lep'rous  plague,  from  the  foul  head 

To  the  foul  heart  her  fores  Corruption  fpread, 

Ker 
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Her  iron  arm  when  ftern  Oppreffion  rear'd, 

i\nd'\'irtue,  from  her  broad  bafc  fhiaken,  fear'd 

The  fcourge  of  Vice  ;  when,  impotent  and  vain. 

Poor  Freedom  bow'd  the  neck  to  Slav'ry's  chain  ; 

Js  this  the  land,  where  in  thofe  worft  of  times. 

The  hardy  Poet  rais'd  his  honelt  rimes 

To  dread  rebuke,  and  bade  contrculnient  fpcak 

In  guilty  bluHies  on  the  villain's  cheek. 

Bade pow'r  turn  pale,  kept  mighty  rogues  in  aue. 

And  made  them  fear  the  Mufe,  who  fear'd  not  Law  ? 

How  do  I  laugh,  when  men  of  narrow  fouls. 
Whom  follv  guides,  and  prejudice  controuls  ; 
Who,  one  dull  drowfy  track  of  bufmefs  trod, 
Worfhip  their  Mammon,  and  negleft  their  God ; 
Who,  breathing  by  one  mufty  fet  of  rules. 
Dote  from  the  birth,  and  are  by  fyftem  fools ; 
Who,  form'd  to  duUnefs  from  their  very  youth. 
Lies  of  the  day  prefer  to  Gofpel  truth. 
Pick  up  their  little  knowledge  from  Reviews, 
And  lay  out  all  their  ftock  of  faith  in  news : 
How  do  I  laugh,  when  creatures,  form'd  like  thefe. 
Whom  Reafon  fcorns,  and  I  fhould  blufh  to  pleafe. 
Rail  at  all  lib'ral  arts,  deem  verfe  a  crime. 
And  hold  not  truth  as  truth,  if 'told  in  rime  ? 

How  do  I  laugh,  when  Publius,  hoary  groan 
Jn  zeal  for  Scotland's  welfare,  and  his  own. 
By  flow  degrees,  and  courfe  of  office,  drawn 
In  mood  and  figure  at  the  helm  to  yawn. 
Too  mean  (the  v/orft  of  curfes  Heav'n  can  fend) 
To  have  a  foe,  too  provid  to  have  a  friend, 

Errinff 
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Erring  by  form,  which  blockheads  facred  hold. 
Ne'er  making  new  faults,  and  ne'er  mending  old. 
Rebukes  my  fpirit,  bids  the  daring  Mufe 
Subjeds  more  equal  to  her  weaknefs  chiife; 
Bids  her  frequent  the  haunts  of  humble  fwains. 
Nor  dare  to  trafSck  in  ambitious  Itrains  ; 
Bids  her,  indulging  the  poetic  whim 
In  quaint-wrought  Ode,  or  Sonnet.pertlv  trim. 
Along  the  church-way  path  complain  with  Gray, 
Or  dance  with  Mafon  on  the  Rril  of  Ma)-  r 
*'  All  facred  is  the  name  and  pow'r  of  Kings, 
"   All  States  and  Statefmen  are  thofe  mighty  things 
"  Which,  howfoe'er  they  out  of  courfe  may  rojl, 
*'  Were  never  made  for  Pceti  to  controul." 

Peace,  peace,  thou  dotard,  nor  thus  vilely  deem 
Of  facred  numbers,  and  their  pow'r  blafpheme  : 
I  tell  thee,  wretch,  fearch  all  creation  round. 
In  earth,  in  heav'n,  no  fubjecl  can  be  found 
(Our  God  alone  except)  above  whofe  weight 
The  Poet  cannot  rife,  and  hold  his  Hate. 
The  bleiTed  Saints  above  in  numbers  fpeak 
The  praife  of  God,  tho'  there  all  praife  is  weak  ; 
In  numbers  here  below  the  Bard  fnall  teach 
Virtue  to  foar  beyond  the  villain's  reach  : 
Shall  tear  his  lab'ring  lungs,  flrain  his  hoarfe  throat. 
And  raife  his  voice  beyond  the  trumpet's  note. 
Should  an  affiifted  Country,  aw'd  by  men 
Of  llavifh  principles,  demand  his  pen. 
This  is  a  great,  a  glorious  point  oi  view. 
Fit  for  an  Englifh  Poet  to  purfue. 

Undaunted 
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Undaunted  to  purfue,  tho',  in  return. 

His  writings  by  the  common  hangman  burn. 

How  do  I  laugh,  when  men,  by  fortune  plac'd 
Above  their  betters,  and  by  rank  difgrac'd. 
Who  found  their  pride  on  titles  which  they  Itain, 
And,  mean  thcmfelves,  are  of  their  fathers  vain ; 
Who  would  a  bill  of  privilege  prefer. 
And  treat  a  Poet  like  a  creditor. 
The  gen'rous  ardor  of  the  Mufe  condemn. 
And  curfe  the  Itorm  they  know  muft  break  on  them, 
"  What,  ftiail  a  reptile  Bard,  a  wretch  unknown, 
"  Without  one  badge  of  merit,  but  his  own, 
"  Great  Nobles  lafh,  and  Z,or^j,  like  common  men, 
"  Smart  from  the  vengeance  of  a  fcribbler's  pen  ?" 

What's  in  this  name  of  Lord,  that  I  fliould  fear 
To  bring  their  vices  to  the  public  ear  ? 
Flows  not  the  honelt  blood  of  humble  fwains 
Quick  as  the  tide  which  fwells  a  monarch's  veins  r 
Monarchs,  who  wealth  and  titles  can  bellow. 
Cannot  make  virtues  in  fucceflion  flow. 
Would'ft  thou,  proud  man,  be  fafely  plac'd  above 
The  cenfure  of  the  Mufe,  deferve  her  love. 
Aft  as  thy  birth  demands,  as  nobles  ought ; 
Look  back,  and  by  thy  worthy  father  taught. 
Who  earned  thofe  honours,  thou  wert  born  to  wear, 
Follov/  his  fleps,  and  be  his  Virtues'  heir. 
But  if,  regardlefs  of  the  road  to  fame. 
You  ftart  afide,  and  tread  the  paths  of  fhame  j 
If  fuch  thy  life,  that  fliould  thy  fire  arife. 
The  fight  of  fuch  a  fon  would  blail  his  eyes. 

Would 
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Would  make  him  curfe  the  hour  which  gave  thee  birth. 

Would  drive  him,  fliudd'rir.g,  from  the  face  of  earth 

Once  more,  with  fliame  and  forrow,  'mongft  the  dead 

In  endlefs  night  to  hide  his  rev'rend  head  j 

If  fuch  thy  life,  the'  Kings  had  made  thee  more 

Than  ever  King  a  fcoundrcl  made  before  ; 

Nay,  to  allow  thy  pride  a  deeper  fpring, 

Tho'  God  ill  vengeance  had  made  thee  a  King, 

Taking  on  Virtue's  wing  her  daring  flight. 

The  Mufe  fnould  drag  thee  trembling  to  the  light. 

Probe  thy  foul  wounds,  and  lay  thy  bofom  bare 

To  the  keen  quetVion  of  the  fearching  air. 

Gods  !  with  what  pride  I  fee  the  titled  flave. 
Who  fmarts  beneath  the  ftroke  which  Satire  gave. 
Aiming  at  cafe,  and  with  dii'honeft  art. 
Striving  to  hide  the  feehngs  of  his  heart ! 
How  do  I  laugh,  when  with  afFeded  air, 
(Scarce  able  thro'  defpite  to  keep  his  chair, 
Whilfi:  on  his  trembling  lip  pale  anger  fpeaks. 
And  the  chaf 'd  blood  flies  m.ounting  to  his  cheeks) 
He  talks  of  confcience,  which  good  men  fecures 
From  all  thofe  evil  moments  guilt  endures, 
A^nd  feems  to  laugh  at  thofe,  v/ho  pay  regard 
To  the  wild  ravings  of  a  frantic  bard. 
*'  Satire,  v/hilll  envy  and  ill-humour  fway 
"  The  mind  of  man,  muft  always  make  her  w:iy  ; 
"  Nor  to  a  bofom,  Vv^ith  difcretion  fraught, 
"  Is  all  her  malice  worth  a  fingle  thought. 
*'  The  Wik  have  not  the  will,  nor  Fools  the  pow'r 
*'  To  flop  her  hcadllrong  courfei  within  thw  hour, 

"  Left 
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"  Left  to  herfelf,  fhe  dies ;  oppofing  ftrife' 

♦'  Gives  her  frcfh  vigour,  and  prolongs  her  life. 

"  All  things  her  prey,  and  ev'ry  man  her  aim, 

"  I  can  no  patent  for  exemption  claim, 

"  Nor  would  I  wifli  to  flop  that  harmlefs  dart 

"  Which  plays  around,  but  cannot  wound  my  heart ; 

•*  Tho'  pointed  at  myfelf,  be  Satire  free; 

"  To  her  'tis  pleafure,  and  no  paiii  to  me.'* 

Diilembling  wretch  !  hence  to  the  Stoic  fchool. 
And  there  amongft  thy  brethren  play  the  fool  ; 
There,  unrebuk'd,  thefe  wild,  vain  dodrines  preach  ; 
Lives  there  a  man,  whom  Satire  canrot  reach  ? 
Lives  there  a  man,  who  calmly  can  ftand  by. 
And  fee  his  confcience  ripp'd  with  fteady  e}e  ? 
When  Satire  flies  abroad  on  Falfhood's  wing-. 
Short  is  her  life,  and  impotent  her  fting  ; 
But,  when  to  Truth  allied,  the  wound  fhe  gives 
Sinks  deep,  and  to  remoteft  ages  lives. 
When  in  the  tomb  thy  pamper'd  flefh  fhall  rot. 
And  e'en  by  friends  thy  mem'ry  be  forgot. 
Still  llialt  thou  live,  recorded  for  thy  crimes. 
Live  in  her  page,  and  ftink  to  after-times. 

Haft  thou  no  feeling  yet  ?  Come  throw  off  pride. 
And  own  thofe  paffions  which  thou  flialt  not  hide. 

S ,  who  from  the  moment  of  his  birth. 

Made  human  nature  a  reproach  on  earth  ; 
Who  never  dar'd,  nor  wifli'd  behind  to  ftay. 
When  Folly,  Vice,  and  Meannefs  led  the  way. 
Would  blufli,  fliould  he  be  told,  by  Truth  and  Wit, 
Thofe  actions  which  he  blufli'd  not  to  commit ; 

Vol.  LXVL  U  Men 
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Men  the  mofl  infamous  are  fond  of  fame, 
And  thofe  who  fear  not  guilt,  yet  ftart  at  fhame. 
But  whither  runs  my  zeal,  whofe  rapid  force. 
Turning  the  brain,  bears  Reafon  from  her  courfe  ; 
Carries  me  back  to  times,  when  Poets,  blefs'd 
With  courage,  grac'd  the  fcience  they  profefs'd ; 
When  they,  in  honour  rooted,  firmly  flood 
The  bad  to  puniih,  and  reward  the  good  ; 
When,  to  a  flame  by  public  Virtue  wrought, 
The  foes  of  Freedom  they  to  jultice  brought. 
And  dar'd  expofe  thofe  flavcs  who  dar'd  fupport 
A  tyrant  plan,  and  call'd  thcmfclves  a  Court  ? 
Ah  !  what  are  Poets  nov/  ?  As  flavifh  thofe 
Who  deal  in  verfe,  as  thofe  wiio  deal  in  profe. 
Is  there  an  Author,  fearch  .the  kingdom  round. 
In  whom  true  worth  and  real  fpirit's  found  ? 
The  flaves  of  bookfellers,  or  (doom'd  by  Fate 
To  bafer  chains)  vile  penfioners  of  State  ; 
Som.e,  dead  to  fhame,  and  of  thofe  fhackles  proud 
Which  Honour  fcorns,  for  flav'ry  roar  aloud  ; 
Oihevs  half -palfed  ovAy ,  mutes  become. 
And  what  makes  Smollet  write,  makes  Johnfon  dumb. 

Why  tarns  yon  villaia  pale  ?  Why  bends  his  eye 
Inward,  abafh'd,  when  Murphy  palfes  by  > 
Dofl  thou  fage  Murphy  for  a  blockhead  take. 
Who  wages  war  with  Vice  for  Virtue's  fake  ? 
No,  no— like  other  -luorMings,  you  will  find 
He  fhifts  his  fails,  and  catches  ev'ry  wind. 
His  foul  the  fhock  of  int'refl:  can't  endure  : 
Give  him  a  penfion  then,  and  fin  fecure. 

With 
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With- laurell'd  wreaths  the  flatt'fer.'$  |!)rGvvfi,^4orn} 
Sid  Virtue  crouch,  bid  Vice  exalt  her  horn>'^/;i  {^  /•. 
Bid  Cowards  thrive,  put  Honefty  to  fiighti.iv  J  j 
Murphy  fliall  prove,  or  try  to  prove  it  right,. r       '.' 
Try,  thou  State-Juggler,  ev'ry  paltry  art, 
Ranfack  the  inmoll:  clofet  of  my  heart. 
Swear  thou'rt  my  friend  ;  by  that  bafeoath  make  way 
Into  my  breaft,  and  flatter  to  betray  : . 
Or,  if  thofe  tricks  are  vain,  if  wholefome  doubt 
Dstedls  the  fraud,  and  points  the  villain  out. 
Bribe  thofe  who  daily  at  my  board  are  fed,  . 
And  make  them  take  my  Hfe  who  eat  my  bread  ; 
On  authors  for  defence,  for  praife  depend  ; 
Pay  him  but  well,  and  Murphy  is  thy  friend. 
He,  he  Ihall  ready  ftand  with  venal  rimes. 
To  varnifli  guilt,  and  confecrate  thy  crimes  ; 
To  make  Corruption  in  falfe  colours  fhine. 
And  damn  his  own  good  name,  to  refcue  thine. 

But  if  thy  niggard  hands  their  gifts  with-hoid,  . 
And  Vice  no  longer  rains  down  fhow'rs  of  gold, 
Expe<^t  no  mercy  ;  fatSls,  well  grounded,  teach. 
Murphy,  if  not  rewarded,  will  impeach. 
What  tho'  each  man  of  nice  and  jufter  thought,  . 
Shunning  his  fteps,  decrees,  by  Honour  taught,.-    ' 
He  ne'er  can  be  a  friend,  who  ftoops  fo  low 
To  be  the  bafe  betrayer  of  a  foe  ; 
What  tho',  with  thine  together  link'd,  hisname-    : 
Mull  be  with  thine  tranfmitted  down  to  fhame,  , 
To  ev'ry  manly  feeling  callous  grown. 
Rather  than  not  blafl  thine,  he'll  bkft.Jiis  own..?,  j^) 
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To  ope  the  fountain  whence  fedition  fprings. 
To  flander  Government,  and  libel  Kings, 
With  Freedom's  name  to  ferve  a.  prefent  hour. 
The'  born  and  bred  to  arbitrary  pow'r, 
To  talk  of  William  with  infidious  art, 
Whilft  a  vile  Stuart's  lurking  in  his  heart. 
And,  whilft  mean  Envy  rears  her  loathfome  head,- 
Flatt'ring  the  living,  to  abufe  the  dead. 
Where  is  Shebbeare  ?  O,  let  not  foul  reproach. 
Travelling  thither  in  a  City  coach. 
The  pill'ry  dare  to  name  ;  the  whole  intent 
Of  that  parade  was  Fame,  not  Punifhment,- 
And  that  old  ftaunch  Whig  Beardmorc  (landing  by 
Can  in  full  Court  give  that  report  the  lye. 

With  rude  unnat'ral  jargon  to  fupport. 
Half  ScDtchy  half  Englijh,  a  declining  Court  ; 
To  make  moil  glaring  contraries  unite, 
And  prove,  beyond  difpute,  that  black  is  white  ; 
To  make  firm  Honour  tamely  league  with  Shame, 
Make  Vice  and  Virtue  differ  but  in  name  ; 
To  prove  that  Chains  and  Freedom  are  but  one. 
That  to  be  fav'd  muft  mean  to  be  undone. 
Is  there  not  Guthrie  ?  Who,  like  him,  can  call 
All  oppofites  to  proof,  and  conquer  ail  ? 
He  calls  forth  living  waters  from  the  rock  ; 
He  calls  forth  children  from  the  barren  ftock ; 
He,  far  beyond  the  fprings  of  Nature  led. 
Makes  women  bring  forth  after  they  are  dead  ; 
He,  on  a  curious,  new,  and  happy  plan. 
In  -f^edlock's  facred  bands  joins  man  to  man  ; 

And : 
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And,  to  complete  the  whole,  moH  ftrnnge,  but  true. 
By  Ibme  rare  magic,  makes  them  fruitful  tQO, 
Wliilft  from  their  loins,  in  the  due  courfe  of  years. 
Flows  the  rich  blood  of  Guthrie's  Engl'tjh  Peers, 

Doft  thou  contrive  fome  blacker  deed  of  fhamCi 
Something  which  Nature  fliudders  but  to  name, 
•Something  which  makes  the  foul  of  man  retreat. 
And  the  life-blood  run  backward  to  her  feat  ? 
Doft  thou  contrive  for  fome  bafe  private  end. 
Some  felfilh  view,  to  hang  a  trulHng  friend. 
To  lure  him  on,  e'en  to  his  parting  breath. 
And  promlfe  life,  to  work  him  furer  death  ? 
Grown  old  in  villainy,  and  dead  to  grace. 
Hell  in  his  h-eart,  and  Tyburn  in  his  face  ; 
Behold,  a  Parfon  at  thy  elbow  Hands, 
Iiow'ring  damnation,  and  with  open  hands 
Ripe  to  betray  his  Saviour  for  reward  ; 
The  Atheift  Chaplain  of  an  Atheift  Lord. 

Bred  to  the  Church,  and  for  the  gown  decreed. 
Ere  it  was  knov/n  that  I  fhould  learn  to  read  ; 
Tho'  that  was  nothing,  for  my  friends,  who  knew 
What  mighty  DuUnefs  of  itfelf  could  do. 
Never  delign'd  me  for  a  working  Prieft, 
But  hop'd,  I  fhould  have  been  a  Dean  at  leafl ; 
Condemn'd  (like  many  more,  ?.nd  worthier  men. 
To  whom  I  pledge  the  fervice  of  my  pen), 
Condemn'd  (whiilt  proud  and  pamper'd  fons  of  lawn^ 
Cramm'd  to  the  throat,  in  lazy  plenty  yawn) 
In  pomp  of  rc-Jrend  beggary  to  appear. 
To  pray,  and  fiarve  on  forty  pounds  a  year  ; 

\}  X  My 
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My  friends,  Svho  never  felt  the  galling  load. 
Lament  that  I  forfook  the  packhorfe  road, 
Whilfl:  Virtue  to  my  condudl  vvitnefs  bears 
In  throwing  off  that  gown,  which  Francis  wears. 

Wliat  creature's  that,  fo  very  pert  and  prim  ; 
..So  very  full  of  foppery,  and  whim  ; 
So  gentle,  yet  fo  brifk  ;  fo  wond'rous  fweet. 
So  tit  to  prattle  at  a  lady's  feet. 
Who  looks,  as  he  the  Lord's  rich  vineyard  trod. 
And  by  his  garb  appears  a  man  of  God  ? 
Truft  not  to  looks,  nor  credit  outward  Ihow ; 
The  villain  lurks  beneath  the  caJ/hcPd  beau  ; 
That's  an  inform.er ;  what  avails  the  name  ? 
.Suffice  it  that  the  wretch  from  Sodom  came. 

His  tongue  is  deadly — from  his  prefcnce  run, 
Unlefs  thy  rage  would  willi  to  be  undone. 
No  ties  can  hold  him,  no  affedion  bind. 
And  fear  alone  retrains  his  xroward  mind; 
Pree  him  from  that,  no  monller  is  fo  fell. 
Nor  is  fo  fure  a  blood-hound  found  in  hell. 
His  filken  fmiles,  his  hypocritic  air, 
.His  meek  demeanour,  plaufible  and  fair. 
Are  only  worn  to  pave  Fraud's  eafier  way. 
And  make  gull'd  Virtue  fall  a.furcr  prey. 
Attend  his  church— his  plan  of  doftrine  view— 
The  Preacher  is  a  Chriili?n,  dull,  but  true; 
But  when  the  hallow'd  hour  of  preaching's  o'er, 
'That  plan  of  doctrine's  never  thought  of  more  ; 
'-.Chrift  is  laid  by  neglected  -ea-lhe  Ihelf, 
And  the  vile  Prieit  is  Gofpel  to  himfelf. 

% 


THE      AUTHOR.  ^95 

By  Cleland  tutor'd,  and  with  Blacow  bred, 
(Blacow,  whom  by  a  brave  refcntment  led, 
Oxford,  if  Oxford  had  not  funk  in  fame. 
Ere  this,  had  damn'd  to  everlafting  fliame) 
Their  fleps  he  follows,  and  their  crimes  partakes. 
To  Virtue  loft,  to  Vice  alone  iie  wakes, 
Moft  lufcioufly  declaims  'gainft  lufcicus  themes. 
And,  whilft  he  rails  at  blaiphcmy,  blafphemes. 

Are  thefe  the  arts,  which  policy  fupplies  ? 
Are  thefe  the  fteps,  by  which  grave  Churchmen  rife  ? 
Forbid  it,  Heav'n  ;  or,  fiiould  it  turn  out  fo. 
Let  me  and  mine  continue  mean  and  low. 
Such  be  their  arts,  whom  intereitcontrouls ; 
Kidgell  and  I  have  free  and  honeft  louls. 
We  fcorn  preferment  which  is  gain'd  by  fin, 
^.nd  will,  tho'  poor  witlioutj  have  peace  within. 
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THREE  BOOKS. 


BOOK    I. 

'H£  clock  flruck  twelve,  o'er  half  the  globe 
Darknefs  had  fpread  her  pitchy  robe  ; 
Morpheus,  his  feet  with  velvet  (hod. 
Treading  as  if  in  fear  he  trod. 
Gentle  as  dews  at  even-tide, 
Diftill'd  his  poppies  far  and  wide. 

Ambition,  who,  when  waking,  dreams 
Of  mighty,  but  phantaftic,  fchemes. 
Who,  when  afleep,  ne'er  knows  that  reft 
With  which  the  humbler  foul  is  blell. 
Was  building  caftles  in  the  air. 
Goodly  to  look  upon  and  fair, 
Jjut,  on  a  bad  foundation  laid, 
Doom'd  at  return  of  morn  to  fade. 

Pale  Study,  by  the  taper's  light. 
Wearing  av/ay  the  watch  of  night. 


Sat 


Ki 
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Sat  reading  ;  but,  with  o'ercharg'd  head, 
Remember'd  nothing  that  he  read. 

Starving  'midft  plenty,  with  a  flice 
Which  might  the  Court  of  Famine  grace. 
Ragged,  and  filthy  to  behold. 
Grey  Av'rice  nodded  o'er  his  gold. 

Jealoufy,  his  quick  eye  half-c!os'd. 
With  vvatchings  worn,  reluftant  doz'd. 
And  mean  diiirull  not  quite  forgot, 
Slumber'd  as  if  he  flumber'd  not, 

Stretch'd  at  his  length  on  the  bare  ground. 
His  hardy  offspring  fleeping  round, 
Snor'd  rejHefs  Labour  ;  by  his  fide 
Lay  Health,  a  coarfe,  but  comely  bride. 

Virtue,  without  the  doctor's  aid. 
In  the  fof^  arms  of  fleep  was  laid, 
Whiift  Vice,  within  the  guilty  breail. 
Could  not  be  phyfick'd  into  reft, 

7hou  bloody  Man  !  whofe  ruffian  knife 
Is  drawn  againfl  thy  neighbour's  life. 
And  never  fcruples  to  defcend 
Into  the  bofom  of  a  friend, 
A  firm,  fafl  friend,  by  vice  allied. 
And  to  t\iy  fecret  fervice  tied. 
In  whom  ten  murders  bjeed  no  awe. 
If  properly  fecer'd  from  law. 
Thcu  Man  cf  Luji  !  whom  paflicn  fires 
To  foulell  deeds,  whofe  hot  defires 
O'er  honefl  bars  with  eafe  make  way;, 
Whilit  idiot  beauty  fails  a  prey. 

And 
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And  to  indulge  thy  brutal  flame, 

A  Lucrece  mull  be  brought  to  Ihame ; 

Who  doll,  a  brave,  bold  finner,  bear 

Rank  incelt  to  the  open  air. 

And  rapes,  full  blown  upon  thy  crown. 

Enough  to  weigh  a  nation  down. 

ThouJimuUr  of  Luji  I  vain  man, 

Whofe  reiUefs  thoughts  ftill  form  the  plan 

Of  guilt,  which  wither'd  to  the  root. 

Thy  lifelefs  nerves  can't  execute, 

Whilfl  in  thy  marrowlefs,  dry  bones, 

Defire  without  enjoyment  groans. 

7'hou  perjured  Wretch  !  whom  falfhood  cloaths 

E'en  like  a  garment ;  who  with  oaths 

Doft  trifle,  as  with  brokers,  meant 

To  ferve  thy  ev'ry  vile  intent. 

In  the  day's  broad  and  fearching  eye 

Making  God  witnefs  to  a  lye, 

Blafpheming  Heav'n  and  earth  for  pelf. 

And  \viXigm<g  friends  to  fave  thyfelf. 

Thoufon  of  Chance  !  whofe  glorious  foul 

On  the  four  aces  doom'd  to  roll. 

Was  never  yet  with  Honour  caught. 

Nor  on  poor  Virtue  loft  one  thought  ; 

Who  doft  thy  nxiife,   thy  children  fet. 

Thy  all,  upon  a  fmgle  bet, 

Rifquing,  the  defp'rate  ftake  to  try. 

Here  and  hereafter  on  a  die  ; 

Who,  thy  own  private  -fortune  loft, 

Doft  game  on  at  thy  country's  coft. 

And, 
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And,  grown  expert  In  fharping  rules, 

Firll  fool'd  thyfelf,  now  prey 'ft  on  fools. 

Thou  noble  Gamefier,  whole  high  place 

Gives  too  much  credit  to  dilgrace  ; 

Who,  with  the  motion  of  a  die. 

Dolt  make  a  mighty  ifland  fly. 

The  fums,  I  mean,  of  good  French  gold 

For  which  a  mighty  illand  fold  ; 

Who  doft  betray  intelligence^ 

Abufe  the  dearejl  confidence. 

And,  private  fortune  to  create, 

Moft  falfely  play  the  game  of  State  ; 

Who  doft  within  the  Alley  fport 

Sums,  which  might  beggar  a  whole  Court, 

And  make  us  bankrupts  all,  if  Care, 

With  good  Earl  Talbot,  was  not  there. 

Thou  daring  Infidel !  whom  pride 

And  fm  have  drawn  from  Reafon's  fide  ; 

Who,  fearing  his  avengeful  rod, 

Doft  wifh  not  to  believe  a  God  ; 

Whofe  hope  is  founded  on  a  plan. 

Which  fhould  diftraft  the  foul  of  man. 

And  make  him  curfe  his  abj eft  birth  ; 

Whofe  hope  is,  once  return'd  to  earth. 

There  to  lie  down,  for  worms  a  feail. 

To  rot  and  perifh,  like  a  beall ; 

Who  doft,  of  puniiliment  afraid. 

And  by  thy  crimes  a  coward  made. 

To  ev'ry  gen'rous  foul  a  curfe. 

Than  Hell  and  all  her  torments  vvorfe. 

When 


300  CHURCHILL'S     POEMS. 

When  crawling  to  thy  latter  end. 
Call  on  deftrudlion  as  a  friend, 
Chuiing  to  crumble  into  dull 
Rather  than  rife,  tho'  rife  you  muft. 
^hou  Hypocrite  !  who  doll  prophane. 
And  take  the  patriot's  name  in  vain. 
Then  moft  thy  Country's  foe,  when  moll 
Of  love  and  loyalty  you  boaft  ; 
Who  for  the  filthy  love  of  gold. 
Thy  friend,  thy  King,  thy  God  haft  fold* 
And,  mocking  the  juft  claim  of  Hell, 
Were  bidders  found,  thyfelf  wouldft  fell. 
IV  Fillams  !  of  whatever  name. 
Whatever  rank,  to  whom  the  claim 
Of  Hell  is  certain,  on  whofe  lids 
That  worm,  which  never  dies,  forbids 
Sweet  fleep  to  fall,  ccTue  and  behold, 
Whilll  envy  makes  your  blood  run  co!d> 
Behold,  by  pitilefs  Confcience  led. 
So  Juilice  wills,  that  holy  bed. 
Where  Peace  her  full  dominion  keeps, 
And  Innocence  with  Holland  fleeps. 
Bid  Terror,  porting  on  the  wind, 
AiFray  the  fpirits  of  mankind. 
Bid  earthquakes  heaving  for  a  vent. 
Rive  their  concealing  continent. 
And,  forcing  an  untimely  birth 
Thro'  the  vail  bowels  of  the  earth. 
Endeavour  in  her  monftrous  v.omb 
At  once  all  Nature  to  entomb ; 
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Bid  all  that's  horrible  and  dire. 

All  that  man  hates  and  fears,  confpire 

To  make  night  hideous,  as  they  can  ; 

Still  is  thy  fleep,  thou  virtuous  man. 

Pure  as  the- thoughts,  which  in  thy  breafl 

Inhabit,  and  infure  thy  reft  ; 

Still  fhall  thy  Ayliff,  taught,  tho'  late. 

Thy  friendly  juftice  in  his  fate, 

Turn'd  to  a  guardian  angel,  fpread 

Sweet  dreams  of  comfort  round  thy  head. 

Dark  was  the  night,  by  Fate  decreed 
For  the  contrivance  of  a  deed 
More  black  than  common,  which  might  make 
This  land  from  her  foundations  fliake. 
Might  tear  up  Freedom  from  the  root, 
Deltroy  a  Wilkes,  and  fix  a  Bute. 

Deep  Horror  held  her  wide  domain  ; 
The  fky  in  fullen  drops  of  rain 
Forewept  the  morn,  and  thro'  the  air. 
Which,  op'ning,  laid  its  bofom  bare. 
Loud  thunders  roU'd,  and  lightning  ftream'd  ; 
The  owl  at  Freedom's  window  fcream'd. 
The  fcreech-owl,  prophet  dire,  whofe  breath 
Brings  ficknefs,  and  whofe  note-  is  death ; 
The  church-yard  teem'd,  and  from  the  tomb. 
All  fad  and  filent,  thro'  the  gloom. 
The  ghofts  of  men,  in  former  times 
Whofe  public  virtues  were  their  crimes. 
Indignant  ftalk'd  ;  forrow  and  rage 
Elank'd  their  pale  cheek  j  in  his  own  age 

The 
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The  prop  of  Freedom,  Hampden  there 
Felt  after  death  the  gen'rous  care  ; 
Sidney  by  grief  from  Heav'n  was  kept. 
And  for  his  brother  patriot  wept : 
All  friends  of  Liberty,  when  Fate 
Prepar'd  to  fhorten  Wilkes's  date, 
Heav'd,  deeply  hurt,  the  heart-fek  groan. 
And  knew  that  wound  to  be  their  own. 

Hail,  Liberty  !  a  glorious  v/ord. 
In  other  countries  fcarcely  heard. 
Or  heard  but  as  a  thing  of  courfe. 
Without  or  energy  or  force  ; 
Here  felt,  enjoy'd,  ador'd  Ihe  fprings. 
Far,  far  beyond  the  reach  of  kings, 
Frelh  blooming  from  our  mother  earth  : 
With  pride  and  joy.  fhe  owns  her  birth 
Deriv'd  from,  us,  and  in  return 
Bids  in  our  breaib  her  genius  burn  ; 
Bids  us  with  all  thofe  bleffings  live 
Which  Liberty  alone  can  give. 
Or  nobly  with  that  fpirit  die. 
Which  makes  death  more  than  viftory. 

Hail  thofe  old  patriots,  on  whofe  tongue 
Perfualion  in  the  Senate  hung, 
Whilft  they  the  facred  caufe  maintain'd  ! 
Hail  thofe  old  chiefs,  to  honour  train'd. 
Who  fpread,  when  other  methods  fail'd. 
War's  bloody  banner,  and  prevail'd  ! 
Shall  men  like  thefe  unmention'd  fieep 
Fromifcucus  with  the  common  hesp. 


And 
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And  (gratitude  forbid  the  crime) 

Be  carried  down  the  llream  of  time 

In  fhoals,  unnotic'd  and  forgot. 

On  Lethe's  ftream,  like  flags,  to  rot  ? 

No — they  (hall  live,  and  each  fair  name. 

Recorded  in  the  book  of  Fame, 

Founded  on  Honour's  bafis,  fall 

As  the  round  earth  to  ages  lall. 

Some  virtues  vanilh  with  our  breath. 

Virtue  like  this  lives  after  death. 

Old  Time  himfelf,  his  fey  the  thrown  by, 

Himfelf  loll:  in  eternity. 

An  everlafting  crown  fhall  twine 

To  make  a  Wilkes  and  Sidney  join. 

But  (hould  fome  flave-got  villain  dare 
Chains  for  his  Country  to  prepare. 
And,  by  his  birth  to  llav'ry  broke. 
Make  her  to  feel  the  galling  yoke. 
May  he  be  evermore  accurs'd, 
Amongft  bad  men  be  rank'd  the  worfl ; 
May  he  be  dill  himfelf,  and  flill 
Go  on  in  vice,  and  perfect  ill ; 
May  his  broad  crimes  each  day  increafe, 
'Till  he  can't  live,  nor  die  in  peace  ; 
May  he  be  plung'd  fo  deep  in  Ihame 
That  Satan  mayn't  endure  his  name. 
And  hear,  fcarce  crawling  on  the  earth. 
His  children  curfe  him  for  their  birth  ; 
May  Liberty,  beyond  the  grave. 
Ordain  bim  lo  be  Itill  a  Have, 

Grant 


304  CHURCHILL'S     POEMS, 

Grant  him  what  liere  he  moft  requires. 
And  damn  him  with  his  own  deiires  ! 
But  fhould  fome  villain,  in  fupport 
And  zeal  for  a  defpairing  Court, 
Placing  in  craft  his  confidence. 
And  making  honour  a  pretence 
To  do  a  deed  of  deepeft  fhame, 
Whilll:  filthy  lucre  is  his  aim ; 
Should  fuch  a  wretch,  with  fword  or  knife. 
Contrive  to  praftife  'gainit  the  life 
Of  one,  who  honour'd  thro'  the  land. 
For  Freedom  made-a  glorious  fiand  ; 

Whofe  chief,  perhaps  his  only  crime. 

Is  (if  plain  Truth  at  fuch  a  time 

May  dare  her  fentiments  to  tell) 

That  he  his  Country  loves  too  v/ell ; 

May  he — but  words  are  all  too  weak 

The  feelings  of  my  heart  to  fpeak — 

May  he— O  for  a  noble  curfe 

Which  might  his  very  marrow  pierce — 

The  general  contempt  engage. 

And  be  the  Martin  of  his  age. 


END    OF    THE    FIRST    aOOK. 
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BOOK        II. 


DE  E  P  in  the  bofom  of  a  wood , 
Out  of  the  road,  a  Temple  flood  j 
Antient,  and  much  the  worfe  for  wear. 
It  call'd  aloud  for  quick  repair. 
And,  tottering  from  fide  to  fide, 
Menac'd  dellruiftion  far  and  wide. 
Nor  able  feem'd,  unlefs  made  ftronger. 
To  hold  out  four  or  five  years  longer. 
Four  hundred  pillars,  from  the  ground 
Rifing  in  order,  ynoji  unfound. 
Some  rotten  to  the  heart  aloof^ 
Seem'd  to  fupport  the  tott'ring  roof, . 
But  to  infpedlion  nearer  laid, 
Iniiead  of  giving  wanted  aid. 

The  ftru(5ture,  rare  and  curious,  made 
By  men  moll  famous  in  their  trade, 
A  work  of  years,  admir'd  by  all,. 
Was  fufFer'd  into  dull  to  fall ; 
Or,  juft  to  make  it  hang  together. 
And  keep  off  the  eiFedts  of  weather. 
Was  patch'd  and  patch'd  from  time  to  time 
By  wretches,  whom  it  were  a  crime. 

Vol.  LXVI.  X  A  crime. 
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A  crime,  which  Art  would  treafon  hold. 
To  mention  with  thofe  names  of  old. 

Builders,  who  had  the  pile  furvey'd. 
And  thofe  not  Flitcrofts  *  in  their  tiude^. 
Doubted  (the  wife  hand  in  a  doubt 
Merely  fometimes  to  hand  her  out) 
Whether  (like  churches  in  a  brief. 
Taught  wifely  to  obtain  relief 
Thro'  Chancery,  who  gives  her  fees 
To  tills  and  other  charities) 
It  muil;  not,  in  all  parts  unfound. 
Be  ripp'd,  and  puU'd  down  to  the  ground  ; 
Whether  (tho'  after-ages  ne'er 
Shall  raife  a  building  to  compare) 
Art,  if  they  fliould  their  art  employ. 
Meant  to  prefcrve,  might  not  deltroy  : 
As  human  bodies,  worn  av/ay, 
Eatter'd  and  hailing  to  decay, 
Bidding  the  pow'r  of  Art  defpalr. 
Cannot  thofe  very  m.edicines  bear. 
Which,  and  which  only  can  reflorej 
And  make  them  healthy  as  before. 

To  Liberty,  whofe  gracious  fmile 
Shed  peace  and  plenty  o'er  the  ifle. 
Our  grateful  ancellors,  her  plain 
iitii  faithful  children,  rais'd  this  fane. 

*  Kc-nry  -Flitcrcft  was   the  archltecl   cf  £t.  Giles's  in  the 
iklds,  St.  Olave,  Soutliwark,  &c. 

FuU 
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Full  in  the  front,  flretch'd  out  in  length. 
Where  Nature  put  forth  all  her  flrength 
In  fpring  eternal,  lay  a  plain. 
Where  our  brave  fathers  us'd  to  train. 
Their  fons  to  arms,  to  teach  the  art 
Of  war,  and  fteel  the  infant  heart. 
Labour,  their  hardy  nurfe,  when  young, 
I'heir  joints  had  knit,  their  nerves  had  llrung  ^ ; 
Abilinence,  foe  declar'd  to  death. 
Had,  from  the  ti.Tie  they  firfl  drew  breath. 
The  bell  of  doftors,  with  plain  food. 
Kept  pure  the  channel  of  their  blood  : 
Health  in  their  cheeks  bade  colour  rife,  , 
And  Glory  fparkled  in  her  eyes. 

The  inftruraents  of  hulbandry. 
As  in  contempt,  were  all  thrown  by,  , 
And,  flattering  a  manly  pride. 
War's  keener  tools  their  place  fupplied. . 
Their  arrows  to  the  head  ihey  drew; 
Swift  to  the  point  their  javelins  flew ; 
They  grafp'd  the  fword,  they  ftiook  the  fpear;  ; 
'^I'heir  fathers  felt  a  pleaflng  fear  ; 
And  even  Courage,  ftanding  by. 
Scarcely  beheld  with  fteady  eye. 
Each  Itripling,  leflbn'd  by  his  lire,  .. 
Knew  when  to  clofe,  when  to  retire,  , 
"V^'hen  near  at  hand,  when  from  afar 
To  fight,  and  v.as  himfelf  a  War. 

Their  wives,  their  mothers  all  around,  . 
Carclefs  of  order,  en  the  ground, 

X  2-.  Ercath'd 
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Breath'd  forth  to  Heav'n  the  pious  vow. 
And  for  a  fon's  or  hulband's  brow. 
With  eager  fingers  laurel  wove  ; 
Laurel,  which  in  the  facred  grove. 
Planted  by  Liberty,  they  find. 
The  brows  of  conquerors  to  bind. 
To  give  them  pride  and  fpirits,  fit 
To  make  a  world  in  arms  fubmit. 

What  raptures  did  the  bofom  fire 
Of  the  young,  rugged,  peafant  fire. 
When  from  the  toil  of  mimic  fight. 
Returning  with  return  of  night. 
He  faw  his  babe  refign  the  breaft. 
And,  fmiling,  ftroke  thofe  arms  in  jeH:^ 
W^ith  which  hereafter  he  fhall  make 
The  proudefi  heart  in  Gallia  quake  ! 

Gods  !  with  what  joy,  v^'hat  honelt  pride. 
Did  each  fond,  wiftiing,  rulHc  bride 
Behold  her  manly  fwain  return  ! 
How  did  herlove-fick  bofom  burn. 
The'  on  parades  he  was  not  bred. 
Nor  wore  the  livery  of  red. 
When,  Pleafure  height'ning  all  her  charms. 
She  firain'd  her  warrior  in  her  arms. 
And  begg'd,  whilll  love  and  glory  fire, 
A  fon,  a  fon  juft  like  his  fire  ! 

Such  were  the  men  in  former  times. 
Ere  luxury  had  made  our  crimes 
Our  bitter  punifliment,  who  bore 
Their  terrors  to  a  foreign  fhore  ; 

Such 
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uch  were  the  men,  who  free  from  dread. 
By  Edwards  and  by  Henries  led. 
Spread,  like  a  torrent  fwell'd  with  rains. 
O'er  haughty  Gallia's  trembling  plains; 
Such  were  the  men,  when  lufl  of  pow'r, 
'  To  work  him  woe,  in  evil  hour 
Debauch'd  the  tyrant  from  thofe  ways 
On  which  a  King  fliould  found  his  praife  ; 
When  Item  Opprelfion,  hand  in  hand 
With  Pride,  ftalk'd  proudly  thro'  the  land  ; 
When  weeping  J  ulHce  was  milled 
From  her  fair  courfe,  and  Mercy  dead  ; 
Such  were  the  men,  in  virtue  ftrong. 
Who  dar'd  not  fee  their  Co'jntry's  wrong  ; 
Who  left  the  mattocl;,  and  the  fpade. 
And,  in  the  robes  of  war  array'd. 
In  their  rough  arms,  departing,  took 
Their  helplefs  babes,  and  with  a  look 
Stern  and  detcrmin'd,  fwore  to  fee 
Thofe  babes  no  more,  or  fee  them  free  ; 
Such  were  the  men  whom  tyrant  Pride 
Could  never  fallen  to  his  fide 
By  threats  or  bribes ;  who.  Freemen  born. 
Chains,  tho'  of  gold,  beheld  with  fcorn  ; 
Who,  free  from  ev'ry  fervile  awe. 
Could  never  be  divorc'd  from  Law, 
From  that  broad  geu'ral  Law,  which  Senfe 
Made  for  the  general  defence  ; 
Could  never  yield  to  partial  ties 
Which  from  dependent  ftations  rife  j 

X  3  Could 
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Could  never  be  to  flav'ry  led. 
For  Property  was  at  their  head ; 
Such  were  the  men  in  days  of  yore. 
Who,  call'd  by  Liberty,  before 
Her  Temple  on  the  facred  green. 
In  martial  pailimes  oft  were  feen — = 
.  Now  feen  no  longer — in  their  ftead. 
To  lazinefs  and  vermin  bred, 
A  race  who,  ftrangers  to  tlie  caufe 
Of  Freedom,  live  by  other  laws. 
On  other  motives  fight,  a  prey 
To  intereft,  and  flaves  for  pay. 
Valour,  how  glorious  on  a  plan 
-Of  Honour  founded,  leads  their  van  ; 
Difcretion,  free  from  taint  of  fear. 
Cool,  but  rcfolv'd,  brings  up  their  rear, 
Difcretion,  Valour's  better  half; 
.  Dependence  holds  the  Gen'ral's  flafF. 

In  plain  and  hom.e-fpun  garb  arrav'd. 
Not  for  vain  Ihew,  but  fervice  made. 
In  a  green  flcurifhing  old  age, 
Not  damn'd  yet  with  an  equipage. 
In  rules  of  pcrterage  untaught, 
Simplicity,  not  worth  a  groat, 
Jor  years  had  kept  the  Temple-door  ; 
Full  on  his  breaft  a  glafs  he  v,'ore. 
Thro'  which  his  bofom  open  lay 
To  ev'ry  one  that  pafs'd  that  way. 
.Now  turu'd  adrift— with  humbler  face 
•  iBut  prouder  heartj  his  vacant  place 


■Cor- 
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Corruption  fills,  and  bears  the  key  ; 
No  entrance  now  without  a  fee. 

With  belly  round,  and  full  fat  face, 
V.'hich  on  the  houfe  reflefted  grace. 
Full  of  good  fare,  and  honeft  glee, 
They?^-iu^;-i/  Hofpitality, 
Old  Welcome  fmiling  by  his  fide, 
A  good  old  fervant,  often  tried. 
And  faithful  found,  who  kept  in  view 
His  Lady's  fame  and  int'reft  too. 
Who  made  each  heart  with  joy  rebound. 
Yet  never  run  her  ftate  a-ground. 
Was  turn'd  off,  or  (which  word  I  find 
Is  more  in  modern  ufe)  reftgn^d. 

Half-uarv'd,  half-flarving  others,  bred 
In  beggary,  with  carrion  fed, 
Detelted,  and  detelling  all. 
Made  up  of  avarice  and  gall, 
BoalHng  great  thrift,  yet  wafcing  more 
Than  ever  fleward  did  before. 
Succeeded  one,  who,  to  engage 
'I'he  praife  of  an  exhaufted  age, 
Affum'd  a  name  of  high  degree. 
And  call'd  himfelf  Oeconomy.  , 

Within  the  Temple,  full  in  light, 
Vv'here,  without  ceaiing,  day  and  night. 
The  workmen  loil'd,  where  Labour  bar'd 
His  brawny  arm,  where  Art  prepar'd. 
In  regular  and  even  rov/s. 
Her  types,    a  Printing-prefs  ai'ofe  ; 

X  4  Each 
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Each  workman  knew  his  tafk,  and  each 
Was  honeft  and  expert  as  Leach. 

Hence  Learning  ftruck  a  deeper  root. 
And  Science  brought  forth  riper  fruit ;  ^ 

Hence  Loyalty  receiv'd  fupport,  i"' 

Even  when  baniih'd  from  the  Court ; 
Hence  Government  gain'd  ftrength,  and  henc« 
Keligion  fought,  and  found  defence ;  I 

Hence  England's  faireft  fame  arofe,  \ 

And  Liberty  fubdu'd  her  foes. 

On  a  low,  iimple,  turf-made  throne 
Rais'd  by  Allegiance,  fcarcely  known 
From  her  attendants,  glad  to  be 
Pattern  of  that  equality 
She  wilh'd  to  all,  fo  far  as  cou'd 
Safely  confill  with  focial  good. 
The  Goddcfs  fat  ;  around  her  head 
A  chearful  radiance  Glory  fpread  ; 
.Courage,  a  youth  of  royal  race, 
l,ovelily  ftern,  poiTefs'd  a  place 
On  her  left-hand,  and  on  her  right 
Sat  Honour,  clcath'd  with  robes  of  light ; 
Before  her  Magna  Charts  lay. 
Which  fome  great  lawyer,  of  his  day 
The  Pratt,  was  offic'd  to  explain. 
And  make  the  bafis  of  her  reign  ; 
Peace,  crown'd  with  olive,  to  her  breaft 
Two  fmiling  twin-born  infants  preft ; 
At  her  feet  couching.  War  was  laid. 
And  with  a  brindled  lion  play'd  ,• 

Jufticc 
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Jufrlce  and  Mercy,  hand  in  hand. 
Joint  guardians  of  the  happy  land. 
Together  held  their  mighty  charge. 
And  Truth  walk'd  all  about  at  large  ; 
Health  for  the  royal  troop  the  feaft 
Prepar'd,  and  Virtue  was  High-Priell. 
Such  was  the  fame  our  Gcddefs  bore. 
Her  Temple  fuch  in  days  of  yore. 
What  changes  ruthlefs  Time  prefents  ! 
Behold  her  ruin'd  battlements. 
Her  walls  decay 'd,  her  nodding  fpires. 
Her  altars  broke,  her  dying  fires. 
Her  name  defpis'd,  her  priells  deftroy'd. 
Her  friends  difgrac'd,  her  foes  employ'd, 
Herfelf  (by  minljier-ial  arts 
Depriv'd  e'en  of  the  People's  hearts, 
Whilfl  they,  to  work  her  furer  woe. 
Feign  her  to  monarchy  a  foe) 

Exil'd  by  grief,  felf-doom'd  to  dwell 

With  fome  poor  hermit  in  a  cell. 

Or,  that  retirement  tedious  grown. 

If  fhe  walks  forth,  fhe  walks  u-iikno'vj?!^ 

Hooted  and  pointed  at  with  fcorn. 

As  one  in  fome  Irrange  country  born. 
Behold  a  rude  and  ruffian  race, 

A  band  of  fpoilers,  feize  her  place  ; 

With  looks,  which  might  the  heart  dif-feat, 

Au,d  make  life  found  a  quick  retreat. 

To  rapine  from  the  cradle  bred, 

hflaunchy  old  blood-hound  at  their  head. 

Who, 
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Who,  free  from  virtue  and  from  awe. 
Knew  none  but  the  bad  part  of  law. 
They  rov'd  at  large;  each  on  his  breail; 
Mark'd  with  a  grey-hownd,  flood  confefl. 
Controulment  waited  on  their  nod. 
High-wielding  Perfecution's  rod  ; 
Confufion  follow'd  at  their  heels. 
And  a  cajl  State/man  held  the  feals, 
Thofe  feals,  for  which  he  dear  fhall  pay. 
When  awful  Jullice  takes  her  day. 

The  Printers  faw — they  faw  and  fled— 
Science  declining,  hung  her  head. 
Property  in  defpair  appear'd. 
And  for  herfelf  deflruftion  fear'd  ; 
Whilll  under  foot  the  rude  flaves  trod 
The  works  of  men,  and  word  of  God  ; 
Whilll,  clofe  behind,  on  many  a  book. 
In  which  he  never  deigns  to  look. 
Which  he  did  not,  nay  —  could  not  read. 
Ahold,  had  mzx\  (by  pow'r  decreed 
For  that  bad  end,  who  in  the  dark 
Scorn'd  to  do  mifchief )   fet  his  mark' 
In  the  full  day,  the  mark  of  Hell, 
And  on  the  Gofpel  ftamp'd  an  L. 

Liberty  fled,  her  friends  withdrew. 
Her  friends,  a  faithful,  chofen  few  ; 
Honour  in  grief  threw  up,  and  Shame, 
Cloathing  herfelf  with  Honour's  name, 
Ufurp'd  his  flation  ;  on  the  throne 
Which  Liberty  once  call'dher  own. 


(Gods, 
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(GoJs,  that  fuch  mighty  ills  (hould  fnring 

Under  fo  great,  fo  good  a  King, 

So  lov'd,  fo  loving,  thro'  the  arts 

Of  Statefmen  curs'd  with  wicked  hearts  !) 

For  ev'ry  darker  purpofe  fit, 

Eehold  in  triumph  State-Craft  fit. 


,■E^fD    OF    THE    SECOND    BOOK^ 


E  O  O  K 


(     3iS     ) 


BOOK        IIL 


H  me !  what  mighty  perils  wait 
The  man  who  meddles  with  a  State, 
Whether  to  ftrengthen,  or  oppofe  ! 
Falfe  are  his  friends,  and  firm  his  foes. 
How  muH  his  foul,  once  ventur'd  in. 
Plunge  blindly  on  from  fm  to  fm  I 
What  toils  he  fufFers,  what  difgrace. 
To  get,  and  then  to  keep  a  place  ! 
How  often,  whether  wrong  or  right, 
Muft  he  in  jeft  or  earneft  fight, 
Rifquing  for  thofe  both  life  and  limb. 
Who  would  not  rifqae  one  groat  for  him  ! 

Under  the  Temple  lay  a  cave. 
Made  by  fome  guilty,  coward  Have, 
Whofe  adlicns  fear'd  rebuke,  a  maze 
Of  intricate  and  winding  ways. 
Not  to  be  found  without  a  clue  ; 
One  paffage  only,  known  to  few. 
In  paths  direift  led  to  a  cell. 
Where  Fraud  in  fecret  lov'd  to  dwell. 


With 
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With  all  her  tools  and  flaves  about  her. 
Nor  fear'd  left  Honefty  fhould  rout  her. 

In  a  dark  corner,  fhunning  fight 
Of  man,  and  ftirinking  from  the  light. 
One  dull,  dim  taper  thro'  the  cell 
Glimm'ring,  to  make  more  horrible 
The  face  of  darknefs,  fhe  prepares. 
Working  unfeen,  all  kinds  of  fnares. 
With  curious,  but  deftruftive  art : 
Here,  thro'  the  eye  to  catch  the  heart, 
Gz.y  Jfars  their  tinfel  beams  aftbrd. 
Neat  artifice  to  trap  a  Lord  ; 
There,  fit  for  all  whom  Folly  bred. 
Wave  plumes  of  feathers  for  the  head  ; 
Garters  the  hag  contrives  to  make. 
Which,  as  it  feems,  a  babe  might  break. 
But  which  ambitious  madmen  feel 
More  firm  and  fure  than  chains  of  fteel  ; 
Which,  flipp'd  juft  underneath  the  knee. 
Forbid  a  Freeman  to  be  free ; 
Purfes  fhe  knew  (did  ever  curfe 
Travel  more  fure  than  in  a  purfe  ?) 
Which,  by  fome  ftrange  and  magic  bands 
Enflave  the  foul,  and  tie  the  hands. 

Here  Flatt'ry,  eldeft-born  of  Guile, 
Weaves  with  rare  fkill  the  filken  fmile. 
The  courtly  cringe,  the  fupple  bow. 
The  private  fqueeze,  the  levee  vow. 
With  which,  no  ftrange  or  recent  cafe. 
Fools  in  deceive  fools  out  of  placet 

Corruption 
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Corruption  (who,  in  former  times. 
Thro'  fear  or  ftiame  conceal'd  her  crimes. 
And  what  flie  did,  contriv'd  to  do  it 
So  that  the  public  might  not  view  it) 
Prefumptuous  grown,  unfit  was  held 
For  their  dark  councils,  and  expell'd. 
Since  in  the  day  her  bufmefs  might 
Be  done  as  fafe  as  in  the  night. 

Her  eye  down-bending  to  the  ground. 
Planning  fome  dark  and  deadly  wound. 
Holding  a  dagger,  on  which  Hood, 
All  frelh  and  reeking,  drops  of  blood, 
Bearing  a  lanthorn,  which  of  yore. 
By  Treafon  borrow'd,  Guy  Fawkes  bore. 
By  which,  fmce  they  improv'd  in  trade, 
Excifemen  have  their  lanthorns  made, 
AlTaffination,  her  v/hole  mind 
Blood-thirfting,  on  her  arm  rcclin'd. 
Death,  grinning,  at  her  elbow  flood. 
And  held  forth  infiruments  of  blood. 
Vile  inftruments,  which-  cov/ards  chufe. 
But  men  of  honour  dare  not  ufe ; 
Around  his  Lordltiip  and  his  Grace, 
Both  qualified  for  fuch  a  place, 
V;ith  many  a  Forbes  *,  and  many  a  Dun  -j-. 
Each  a  refolv'd,  and  pious  fen, 

*  A  Scotch  officer  who  challenged  Mr.  Wilkes, 
f  A  poor  Lunatic,  who  was  charged  with  an  Intention  to 
alTaffinate  Mr.  Wilkes. 

Wait 
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Wait  her  high  bidding  ;  each  prepar'd. 
As  fhe  around  her  orders  fhar'd. 
Proof  'gainft  remorfe,  to  run,  to  fly. 
And  bid  the  delHn'd  vidlim  die, 
Poflino-  on  Villainy's  black  wino- 
Whether  he  Patriot  is,  or  King. 
Oppreffion,  willing  to  appear 
An  objedl  of  our  love,  not  fear. 
Or  at  the  moft  a  rev'rend  awe 
To  breed,  ufurp'd  the  garb  of  Law. 
A  book  fhe  held,  on  which  her  eves 
Were  deeply  fix'd,  whence  feem'd  to  rife 
Joy  in  her  breaft  ;  a  book,  of  might 
Moll  wonderful,  which  black  to  white 
Could  turn,  and  without  help  of  laws. 
Could  make  the  worfe  the  better  caufe. 
She  read,  by  flatt'ring  hopes  deceiv'd. 
She  wifh'd,  and  what  (he  wilh'd,  believ'd. 
To  make  that  book  for  ever  ftand 
The  rule  of  wrong  through  all  the  land ; 
On  the  back,  fair  and  worthy  note. 
At  large  was  Magna  Charta  wrote. 
But  turn  your  eye  within,  and  read, 
A  bitter  leflbn,  Norton's  Creed. 
Ready,  e'en  with  a  look,  to  run, 
Faft  as  the  courfers  of  the  fun. 
To  worry  Virtue,  at  her  hand 
Two  half-ltarv'd  greyhounds  took  their  Hand. 

A  curioas 
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A  curious  model,  cut  in  wood. 

Of  a  moft  ancient  caftle  Hood 

Full  in  her  view;  the  gates  were  barr'd. 

And  foldiers  on  the  watch  kept  guard  ; 

In  the  front,  openly,  in  black 

Was  wrote,  "  the  Tow'r  ;"  but  on  the  back, 

Mark'd  with  a  Secretary's  feal. 

In  bloody  letters,  "  the  Baftille." 

Around  a  table,  fully  bent 
On  mifchief  of  n)oft  black  intent 
Deeply  determln'd,  that  their  reign 
Might  longer  laft,  to  work  the  bane 
Of  one  firm  patriot,  whofe  heart,  tied 
To  Honour,  all  their  pow'r  defied, 
And  brought  thofe  adions  into  light 
1'hey  wifh'd  to.  have  conceal'd  in  night. 
Begot,  born,  bred  to  infamy, 
A  Privy-Council  fat  of  Three  ; 
Great  were  their  names,  of  high  repute 
And  favour  thro'  the  land  of  Bute. 

The  Firft  (entitled  to  the  place 
Of  Honour  both  by  Gown  and  Grace, 
Who  never  let  occafion  flip 
To  take  right-hand  of  fellovvfliip. 
And  was  fo  proud,  that  fhould  he  meet 
The  tv/elve  Apoftles  in  the  ftreet. 
He'd  turn  his  nofe  up  at  them  all. 
And  fliove  his  Saviour  from  the  wall ; 
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Who  was  (o  mean  (Meannefs  and  Pride 

Still  go  together  fide  by  fide) 

That  he  would  cringe,  and  creep,  be  civil. 

And  hold  a  llirrup  for  the  Devil, 

If  in  a  journey  to  his  mind. 

He'd  let  him  mount  and  ride  behind  ; 

Who  bafely  fawn'd  thro'  all  his  life. 

For  patrons  firft,  then  for  a  nv'/e  ; 

Wrote  Dedications  which  mull  make 

The  heart  of  ev'ry  Chriflian  quake ; 

Made  one  man  equal  to,  or  more 

Than  God,  then  left  him,   as  before 

His  God  he  left,  and  drawn  by  pride. 

Shifted  about  to  t'  other  fide) 

Was  by  his  fire  a  Parfon  made. 

Merely  to  give  the  boy  a  trade  ; 

But  he  himfelf  v.'as  thereto  drawn 

By  fome  faint  omens  of  the  lawn, 

Ar.d  on  the  truly  Chrlfnan  plan 

To  make  himfelf  a  Gentleman, 

A  title,  in  which  form  array 'd  him,  . 

Tho'  Fate  ne'er  thought  on't  when  fiie  made  him. 

The  oaths  he  took,  'tis  very  true. 
But  took  them,  as  all  wife  men^do. 
With  an  intent,  if  things  fhould  turn. 
Rather  to  temporize,  than  bum. 
Gofpel  and  Loyalty  were  made 
To  {tx\i&  the  purpofes  of  trade  ;  . 

Vol.  LXVI.  Y.  Relii?ions 
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Religions  are  but  paper  ties. 
Which  bind  the  fool,  but  which  the  wife. 
Such  idle  notions  far  above. 
Draw  on  and  oiF,  juft  like  a  glove  ; 
All  Gods,  all  Kings  (let  his  great  aim 
Be  anfwer'd)  were  to  him  the  fame. 
A  Curate  firlh  he  read  and  read. 
And  laid  in,  vvhilil:  he  fhould  liave  fed 
The  fouls  of  his  negledted  flock. 
Of  reading  fuch  a  mighty  ftock. 
That  he  o'ercharg'd  the  weary  Brain 
With  mere  than  ihe  could  well  contain. 
More  than  fhe  was  with  Ipirits  fraught 
To  turn,  and  methodize  to  thought. 
And  which,  like  ill-digellcd  food. 
To  humours  turn'd,  and  not  to  blood. 
Brought  up  to  London,  from  the  plow 
And  pulpit,  how  to  make  a  bow 
He  try'd  to  learn,  he  grew  polite. 
And  was  the  Poet's  paiafiie. 
With  Wits  converfing  (and  Wits  then 
W^ere  to  be  found  'mongll  Noblemen) 
He  caught,  or  would  have  caught  the  flame. 
And  would  be  nothing,  or  the  fame  ; 
He  drank  with  drunkards,  liv'd  with  finners. 
Herded  with  infidels  for  dinners ; 
With  fuch  an  emphafis  and  grace 
Blafchem'd,  that  Potcer  kept  not  pace  ; 

He, 
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He,  in  the  higheil  reign  of  noon, 
Bawi'd  bawdry  ibngs  to  a  Pfalm  tune  ; 
Liv'd  with  men  infamous  and  vile, 
Trijck'd  his  falvation  for  a  Imile, 
To  catch  their  humour  caught  their  plan. 
And  hiigh'd  at  Gou  to  laugh  with  man  ; 
Prai.s'd  them,  v.hen  living,  in  each  breath. 
And  damn'd  their  mem'ries  after  death. 

To  prove  his  Ihith,  which  all  admit 
Is  at  leaft  equal  to  his  wit. 
And  make  himfelf  a  man  of  note. 
He  in  defence  of  Scripture  vvrotc ; 
So  long  he  wrote,  and  long  about  it. 
That  e'en  believers  'gan  to  doubt  it  : 
He  wrote  too  of  the  Inward  Light, 
Tho'  no  one  knew  how  he  came  by't. 
And  of  that  Influencing  Grace, 
Which  in  his  life  ne'er  found  a  place  : 
He  wrote  too  of  the  Holy  Gholl, 
Of  whom  no  more  than  doth  a  poil 
He  knew  ;  nor,  fhould  an  Angel  {hew  him. 
Would  he  or  know,  or  chufe  to  know  him. 

Next  (for  he  knew  'twixt  ev'ry  fcience 
There  was  a  natural  alliance) 
He  wrote,  t'  advance  his  IWaker's  praife. 
Comments  on  rimes,  and  notes  on  pbys. 
And  with  an  all-fufficient  air 
Plac'd  himfelf  in  the  Critic's  chair, 

V   z  Ufiirp'd 
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Ufurp'd  o'er  Reafon  full  domimon. 

And  .govern'd  merely  by  opinion. 

At  length  dethron'd,  and  kept  in  awe 

By  one  plain  fimple  Man  of  Law  *, 

He  arm'd  dead  friends  f,  to  vengeance  ti'ue, 

T'  abufe  the  man  they  never  knew. 

Examine  ftriftly  all  mankind, 
Tvloft  charafters  are  mix'd^  we  find  ; 
And  Vice  and  Virtue  take  their  turn 
In  the  fame  breafl  to  beat  and  burn. 
Our  Prieit  was  an  exception  here. 
Nor  did  one  fpark  of  grace  appear. 
Not  one  dull,  dim  fpark  in  his  foul ; 
Vice,  glorious  Vice  poiTcfs'd  the  whole. 
And,  in  her  fervice  truly  warm. 
He  was  in  fm  molt  uniform. 

Injurious  Satire,  own  at  leafl 
One  fnivcl.ing  virtue  in  the  Prieft, 
One  fniveliing  virtue  which  is  plac'd. 
They  fay,  in  or  about  the  waift, 
Call'd  Chaftity  ;  the  prudifli  dame 
Knows  it  at  large  by  Virtue's  name. 
To  this  his  wife  (and  in  thefe  days 
Wives  feldom  without  reafon  praiie) 
Bears  evidence— then  calls  her  child. 
And  fvvears  that  Tom  was  valHy  wild. 

*  Thomas  Edwards,  Efq.     See  Canons  cf  Criucirm. 
I  See  Notes  to  Pope. 
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Ripen'd  by  a  long  courfe  of  years. 
He  great  and  per  fed:  now  appears. 
In  fhape  fcarce  of  the  human  kind  ; 
A  man,  without  a  manly  mind  ; 
No  hufband,  tho'  he's  truly  wed  ; 
Tho'  on  his  knees  a  child  is  bred. 
No  father  ;  injur'd,  without  end 
A  foe  ;  and  tho'  oblig'd,  no  friend  ; 
A  heart,  which  Virtue  ne'er  difgrac'd  ; 
A  head,  where  Learning  runs  to  wafte  j 
A  gentleman  well-bred,  if  breeding 
Refts  in  the  article  of  reading  ; 
A  man  of  this  world,  for  the  next 
Was  ne'er  included  in  his  text ; 
A  judge  of  genius,  tho'  confeft 
With  not  one  fpark  of  genius  bleil ; 
Amongft  the  lirft  of  critics  plac'd, 
Tho'  free  from  ev'ry  taint  of  tafte ; 
A  Chriftian  without  faith  or  works. 
As  he  would  be  a  Turk  'mongft  Turks  ; 
A  great  divine,  as  Lords  agree. 
Without  the  leaft  divinity  ; 
To  crown  all,  in  declining  age, 
Eililam'd  with  church  and  party  rage, 
Eehold  him,  full  and  perfedl  quite, 
A  falfe  Saint,  and  true  Hypocrite. 

Next  fat  a  Lawyer,  often  try'd 
In  perilous  extremes ;  when  Pride 

y  3  And 
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And  Po'.v'r,  all  wild  and  trembling,  flood. 

Nor  dar'd  to  tempt  the  raging  flood  ; 

This  bold,  bad  man  arofe  to  view. 

And  gave  his  hand  to  help  them  through. 

Steel'd  'gainll  compaflion,  as  they  paft. 

He  faw  poor  Freedom  breathe  her  lall ; 

He  faw  her  ftruggle,  heard  her  groan. 

He  faw  her  helpiefs  and  alone, 

Whelm'd  in  that  florm,  which,  fear'd  and  prais'd 

By  flaves  lefs  bold,  himfelf  had  rais'd. 

Bred  to  the  law,  he  from  the  firft 
Of  all  bad  lawyers  was  the  worft. 
Perfeflion   (for  bad  men  maintain 
In  ill  we  may  perfedlicn  gain) 
In  others  is  a  work  of  time. 
And  they  creep  on  from  crime  to  crime  ; 
He,  for  a  prodigy  defign'd 
To  fpread  amazement  o'er  mankind. 
Started  full  ripen'd  all  at  once 
A  perfeft  knave,  and  perfed;  dure?.  i 

Who  will  for  him  may  boaft  of  fenfe. 
His  better  guard  is  Impudence. 
His  front,  with  ten-fold  plates  of  brafs  ^' 

Secur'd,  Shame  never  yet  could  pafi. 
Nor  on  the  furface  of  his  (kin  '§ 

Bluih  for  that  guilt  which  dwelt  within.  .k. 

How  often  in  contempt  of  laws,  h 

To  found  the  bottom  of  a  caufe. 

To 
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To  fearch  out  ev'ry  rotten  part. 

And  worm  into  its  very  heart. 

Hath  he  ta'en  briefs  on  falfe  pretence, 

And  undertaken  the  defence 

Of  trailing  fools,  whom  in  the  end 

He  meant  to  ruin,  not  defend  ? 

How  often,  e'en  in  open  court. 

Hath  the  wretch  made  his  fhame  his  fport. 

And  laugh'd  off,  with  a  villain's  eafe. 

Throwing  up  briefs,  and  keeping  fees  ? 

Such  things,  as,  tho'  to  roguery  bred. 

Had  flruck  a  little  villain  dead. 

Caufes,  whatever  their  import, 
He  undertakes,  to  ferve  a  Court ; 
For  he  by  heart  this  rule  had  got, 
Pow'r  can  efted,  what  Law  cannot. 

Fools  he  forgives,  but  rogues  he  fears  ; 
If  Genius,  yok'd  with  Worth,  appears. 
His  weak  foul  fickens  at  the  fight, 
And  ftrives  to  plunge  them  down  in  night. 

So  loud  he  talks,  fo  very  loud. 
He  is  an  Angel  with  the  crowd, 
Whilft  he  makes  juftice  hang  her  head. 
And  Judges  turn  from  pale  to -red. 

Bid  all  that  Nature,  on  a  plan 
Moft  intimate,  makes  dear  to  man. 
All  that  with  grand  and  gen'ral  ties 
Binds  good  and  bad,  the  fool  and  wife, 

y  4  Knock 
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Cor.fult  his  perfon,  drefs,  ar.d  air. 
He  i'eems,  which  ilrangers  well  might  Avear, 
The  Maiicr,  or  by  courtej'y. 
The  Captain  of  a  Colliery. 

Look;  at  his  vii'age,  and  agree  « 

Half-hang'd  he  fecms,  jull  from  the  tree 
Efcap'd  ;  a  rope  mav  fometimcs  break. 
Or  men  be  cut  down  by  millake. 

He  hath  not  virtue,   (in  the  fchool 
Of  Vice  bred  up)  to  live  by  rule. 
Nor  hath  he  fenfe  (which  none  can  doubt 
Who  know  the  man)  to  live  without. 
His  life  is  a  continued  fcene 
Of  all  that's  infamous  and  mean  ; 
He  l;nows  not  change,  unlefs  grown  nice 
And  delicate,  froai  vice  to  vice  ; 
Nature  delign'd  him,  in  a  rage. 
To  be  the  Wharton  of  his  age. 
But,  having  giv'n  all  the  fin. 
Forgot  to  put  the  Virtues  in. 
To  run  a  hcrfe,  to  make  a  match. 
To  revel  deep,  to  roar  a  catch. 
To  knock  a  tott'ring  watchman  down. 
To  fvveat  a  woman  of  the  town-j 
By  fits  to  keep  the  peace,  or  break  it, 
Ln  turn  to  give  a  pox,  or  take  it. 
He  is,  in  faith,  moft  excellent. 
And  in  the  word's  moft  full  intent, 

A  true 
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A  true  Choice  Spirit  we  admit ; 

With  Wits  a  Fool,  with  Fools  a  Wit : 

Hear  him  but  talk,  and  you  would  fwear 

Obfcenity  herfelf  was  there  ; 

And  that  Prophanenefs  had  made  choice. 

By  way  of  trump,  to  ufe  his  voice  ; 

That,  in  all  mean  and  low  things  great, 

lie  had  been  bred  at  Billing/gate  ; 

And  that,  afcending  to  the  earth 

Eefore  the  feafon  of  his  birth, 

Elalphemy,  making  way  and  room, 

Kad  mark'd  him  in  his  mother's  womb  ; 

Too  honell:  (for  the  worll  of  men 

In  forms  are  honeft  now  and  then) 

Not  to  have,  in  the  ufual  way. 

His  bills  fent  in  ;  too  great,  to  pay  ; 

Too  proud  to  fpeak  to,  if  he  meets. 

The  honeft  tradefman  whom  he  cheats  ; 

Too  infamous  to  have  a  friend. 

Too  bad  for  bad  men  to  commend. 

Or  good  to  name  ;  beneath  whofe  weight 

Earth  groans ;  who  hath  been  fpar'd  by  Fate 

Only  to  fhew,  on  Mercy's  plan. 

How  far  and  long  God  bears  with  man. 

Such  were  the  Three,  who,  mocking  fleep. 
At  midnight  fat,  in  counfel  deep, 
P'otting  deftruction  'gainft  a  head, 
Whofe  wifdom  could  not  be  milled  ; 
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Plotting  deftru(flion  'gainft  a  heart. 
Which  ne'er  from  honour  would  depart* 

"  Is  he  not  rank'd  anLongll  our  t'oi:b  ? 
"  Hath  not  his  fpirit  dar'd  oppofe 
*•  Our  dcareft  meafures,  made  our  name 
"  Stand  forward  on  the  roll  of  {h:'.me  ? 
"  Hath  ho  not  won  the  vulgar  tribes, 
"  By  fcorning  menaces  and  bribes, 
"  And  proving,  that  his  darling  caufe 
"  Is  of  their  Liberties  and  Laws 
"  To  ftand  the  champion?  In  a  word, 
•'  Nor  need  one  argument  be  heard 
"  Beyond  this,  to  awake  our  zeal, 
"  To  quicken  our  refolves,  and  fteel 
"  Our  fteady  fouls  to  bloody  bent, 
"   (Sure  ruin  to  each  dear  intent, 
"  Each  flatt'ring  hope)  he,  without  fear, 
"  Hath  dar'd  to  make  the  Truth  appear." 

They  faid,  and,  by  refentment  taught. 
Each  on  revenge  employ'd  his  thought  ; 
Each,  bent  on  mifchief,  rack'd  his  brain 
To  her  full  ftretch,  but  rack'd  in  vain  ; 
Scheme  after  icheme  they  brought  to  view; 
All  were  examin'd,  none  would  do. 
When  Fraud,  with  pleafure  in  her  face. 
Forth  ifTu'd  from  her  hiding-place. 
And  at  the  table  where  they  meet, 
Firll  having  bleft  them,  took  her  feat. 


No 
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*'  No  trifling  caufe,  my  darling  boys, 
"  Your  prefent  thouglits  and  cares  employs ; 
*'  No  common  {nare,  no  random  blow 
**  Can  work  the  bane  of  fuch  a  foe  : 
"  By  Nature  cautious  as  he's  brave, 
*'  To  Honour  only  he's  a  flave  ; 
"  In  that  weak  part  without  defence, 
"  We  muft  to  Honour  make  pretence  :     . 
"  That  lure  fhall  to  his  ruin  draw 
*'  The  wretch,  who  Hands  fecure  in  law. 
"  Nor  think  that  I  have  idly  plann'd 
•'  This  full-ripe  fcheme  ;  behold  at  hand, 
•*  With  three  months  training  on  his  head, 
*'  An  inflrument,  whom  I  have,  bred, 
"   Born  of  thefe  bowels,  far  from  fight 
"  Of  Virtue's  falfe,  but  glaring  light, 
*'  My  youngeft-born,  my  dearelt  joy, 
"  Mcft  like  myfelf,  my  darling  boy. 
"  He,  never  touch'd  with  vile  remorfe, 
*•  Refolv'd  and  crafty  in  his  courfe, 
*'  Shall  work  our  ends,  complete  our  fchemes, 
"   Moft  7nine,  when  moft  he  Honcitr\  fcems ; 
'*  Nor  can  be  found,  at  home,  abroad, 
**  So  firm  and  full  a  flave  of  Fraud." 
She  faid,  and  from  each  envious  fon 
A  difcontented  murmur  run 
Around  the  table  j  all  in  place 
Thought  his  full  praife  their  own  difgrace, 

Wond'ring 
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Wond'ring  what  ftranger  flie  had  got. 
Who  had  one  vice  that  they  had  not. 
When  ftrait  the  portals  open  flew. 
And,  clad  in  afmour,  to  their  view 

M ,  the  Duelli/},  came  forth  ; 

All  knew,  and  all  confell  his  worth, 

Alljuliificd,  with  fmiles  array'd. 

The  happy  choice  their  dam  Iiad  made. 
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